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FOREWORD 

TO THE SECOND EDITION 

This play—begun as long ago as 1938, though not finished until 
1945 after four years when circumstance made me neglect it—has 
a title which at first may seem to quarrel with most of the action, 
since the chief protagonist is Moses. But I hope, after a little ac¬ 
quaintance, the figure of life w hich Rameses presents w ill be seen 
to take a central place from his first entrance to the end. 'I'he charac¬ 
ter of Moses is a movement towards maturin’, towards a balancing of 
life within the mvsten.', where the conflicts and dilemmas are the 
trembling of the balance. In the last scene he suffers a momentary 
spiritual death (‘ I followed a light into a blindness’) at the moment 
when the firstborn’s physical death creates the Hebrews’ freedom; 
and his resurrection from that, to become the great leader, though 
only hinted at as the curtain falls, carries w ith it something of the life 
of Rameses. 

HcJth was fheir question lo and our lives 
Become their understanding or perplexity. 

And by living to answer them, v%c aUo answer 
Our own impermanence. 

Rameses lives a boyhood almost identical with Moses’ oun; he and 
the Hebrew Shendi between them draw the frontiers of combat alto¬ 
gether difl'crcntly from the lines laid down by accepted human action. 
Rameses is the innocence, humaniiv, vig<iur, and worth which stand 
on the encm\ side, not altering the justice cjr necessity ol Moses’ 
cause, but linkinu the wavs of men and the wavs of Ciod with a deep 
and urgent question-mark. 

I made certain alterations and cuts intmediaieb' after the Edin¬ 
burgh Festival production in 1948; and for this edition 1 have revised 
those alterations, refashioned the last scene, and cut further. '1 his is 
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a wclcumc opportunity to say how much I was helped, in the play’s 
early stages, by the encouragement of Gerard Hopkins and the late 
Charles Williams; and by Frank Kendon, of the Cambridge Univer¬ 
sity Press, whose belief in it, in 1946, first saw it into print. 

C. F. 

28 December 1951 

NOTE TO THE THIRD EDITION 

This edition of The Firstborn incorporates alterations which I 
made for the New York production (April 1958) which, later in the 
same year, visited Tel Aviv on the occasion of the tenth anniversary 
of the founding of the State of Israel. 

A play can be a fairly Iluid afl'air, taking new turns in the hands of 
diflerent actors. In making the present version 1 was much helped 
by the imaginative penetration of .Anthony Quaylc who both played 
the part of Closes and directed the production. 

Jtme 1958 


[ viii ] 


CONTENTS 

ACT ONE 

SCENE 1 P‘>S^ * 

SCENE 11 

*7 

SCENE III 

32 

ACT TWO 

SCENE 1 

43 

SCENE 11 

53 

ACT THREE 

SCENE I 

67 

SCENE 11 

77 

* 

[ix] 




THE FIRSTBORN 


Cattway Theaiff^ Edinburgh^ 6 

Anath Bithiah 
Tcusrct 


Sccj the Second 

Ramcscs 

Aloscs 

Aaron 

Ntariam 

Shendi 


StptembfT 1948 

AT1IE.SX StYUJK 
DtIRDRi: DOONE 
ROEUAT SPCAtGHT 
PAUL MANS.UID 
IVAN IIRANDT 
ROBERT SANSOM 
HF.NZrE R.\£BLrRN 
ROBERT RIETTY 


Dirfctfd by £. Aiartin Brosvnc 


HinUr Garden Thtatr<^ London^ January xgqa 


Anath Bithiah 
Tcusrct 

Seti the Second 

Ramoses 

Nloscs 

Aaron 

Miriam 

Shendi 


BARB.IRA ENtJULST 
RUnt TROUNCER 
XLARK DICNA.M 
TO>fY OAITTON 
ALEC CLUNES 
O'RtL LUCXICAM 
DOROTltY REYNOLDS 
ROBERT RIETTY 


Dirrettd by John Femald 


Coronet Theatre^ New 

Anath Bithiah 
Tcusrct 

Sets the Second 

Kamcscs 

Moses 

Aaron 

Miriam 

Shendi 


York^ 30 April J958 

KATIf ARINT CORNT44. 
KATHUXN WIODOES 
1t>RtN TIUTCIIER 
ROnrJtT ORKV.AS 
ANTHONY Ql*A\T-E 
MIOI.UIL STRONG 
MI14>RFJ) NATWICK 
MIO<Ar4. WAO'FJt 


OireeteJ by Anthony Quaylc 






CHARACTERS 

IN THE ORDER OF THEIR APPEARANCE 

ANATH BITHIAH, Pharaoh's sister 
TEUSRET» Pharaoh's daughter 
SETI THE SECOND, the Pharaoh 
RAMESES, his son 
MOSES 

AARON, his brother 
MIRIAM, his sister 
SHENDI, Miriam's son 
Two overseers, a /Minister (kef) 

A guard and a servant 

The action of the play takes place in 
the summer of 1200 D.C., alternating 
between Pharaoh's palace and 
/Miriam's tent 

























































ACT ONE 

SCENE ONE 

The terrdce of the paUtce of Sett the Secottil, iit Tanis. A morning hi the 
summer of 1200 B.C. A flight of steps {^unseeu') leads down through a gate 
to open ground. The terrace looks out upon an tncompleted pyramid. 

A scream. 

Enter from the palace ANATH lUTii i AH, w woman of fifty ^ sister to the 
Pharaoh, and TtUSRET, a girl of fifteen, the Pharaoh's daughter 

ANATH. W hat was it, 'I'cusrct ? 

TEUSRET. Did Nou hear it too? 

ANATH. Some man is dead. 'I'hat scream was password to a grave. 
Look there: up go the birds! 

TEUSRET. The heat on this terrace! 

You could bake on these stones, .Aunt .Anath. 

ANATH. .Ask who it was. 

TEUSRET. They’re working steadily at fatltcr’s tomb. 

There’s no sign of trouble. 

ANATH. We’re too far olf to see. 

We should know more if we could see ihcir faces. 

TEUSRET [calling down the steps\. Guard? Come up here. 

A.SATH. I shoukl like to be certain. 

Oh, that pyramid! Everyday, watching it build. 

Will make an old woman of me eariv. 

It will cast a pretty shadow when it’s done. 

Two hundred more men were taken on today. 

Did you know that, Teusret? Your fither’s in a hurry. 



Their sweat would be invaluable to the farmers in this drought. 
W'hat pains they take to house a family of dust. 

TEUSRET. It’s a lovelj' tomb. 

ANATii. Yes, so it may be. 

But what shall we do with all that air to breathe 
.And no more breath ? I could as happily lie 
.And wait fur eternal life in something smaller. 

Enter A guard 

TEUSRET. What was that scream we heard? 

GUARD. It’s nothing, madam. 

AN'ATII. You arc right. Nothing. It was something once 
I 3 ut now it is only a scare of birds in the air 
.And a pair of women with their ncr>'cs uncovered; 

Nothing. 

TEUSRET. Who was it screamed ? 

GUARD. One of the builders 

T^Iisscd his footing, madam; merely an Israelite. 

'fhey’rc digging him into the sand. No, over to the left. 

TEUSRET. Oh yes, I sec them now.—That was all I wanted. 

[/i.v/r 111E GUARD 

that’s alt right. 

AN'ATtt. Can you remember your cousin.’ 

TEUSRET. Why, uhicb cousin* 

AN ATM. My foster son. You knew him 

When \ou were little. lie lived with us in the palace. 

TE.USRET. 'I'hc binls arc back on the rool now. 

Moses, Teiisrct. 


A N AT II. 
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TF.L'SRET. What, Aunt? Yes, I think I remember. 1 remember 
A tall uncle. Was he only a cousin ? 

He used to drum his helmet with a dagger 

While he sani; us re‘^imcntal marches to get us to sleep. 

It never did. \\ hy ? 

anath. No reason. I thought of him. 

^\'cll, thev’ve buried the man in the sand. We’d belter 
Find our niorniny: a^ain and use ^vhat's left. 

TELSRM. Whv did vou think of him ? Why t/un particularly? 

• ^ 

AN.A’Ul. Why not then? Sometimes he blows about my brain 
Like litter at the end of a public holiday. 

I have obstinate allcciions. Ask your father. 

He would tell you, if it wasn’t impolitic 
'To mention Nloses, what a girl of lire 
I was, before I made these embers. 

He c«mld tell you how I crossed your grandfather, 

.\nd your grandfather was a dynasty in himself. 

Oh 'l eiisret, what a day of legend that was! 

I held forbidden Israel in my arms 

.■\nd grtjwlcd on my stubbtirn doorstep, till 1 had my way. 
TKi SRK I . What do you mean ? 

AN A I M. W ell, never mind. 


It.fSRFT. 

You’ve told me so far. 


I do. 


ANAIH. Keep it to yourself then. 

'The summer of’24 had brilliant days 
.\nd unprecedented sH)rms. 'I'hc striped linen 
You once cut up tor a doll’s dress was ilic dress 
.Made for me that sumn\er. It was the summer 
When my father, your grandf.uhcr, published the pronoune 
ment. 



TEUSRET. What pronouncement ? 


ANATH. That all the boys of Jewdom 

Should be killed. Not out of spite, Tcusret; necessity. 

Your grandfather ordered that Defence of the Realm be painted 
At the head of the document, in azure and silver. 

It made it easier for him. 

TEU-SRET. Were they killed? 

AN.^Tl^. Yes, they all died of a signature. Or we thought so. 

Until the thirtieth of August. I went bathing on that day. 

I was a girl then, Teusret, and played with the Nile 
As though with a sister. And afterwards as I waded 
To land again, pushing the river with my knce.s. 

The wash rocked a little ark out 

Into the daylight: and in the ark I found 

A tiny weeping Israel who had failed 

'I'o be exterminated. W'hen I stooped 

With my hair dripping on to hi.s face 

He stopped in a screwed-up wail and looked. 

And when I found my hands and crowded him 
Into my breast, he buried like a burr. 

And when I spoke I laughed, and w hen I laughed 
I cried, he was so enchanting. I was ready 
'I'o raise a hornet’s nest to keep him; in fact 
I raised one. All the court flew up and buzzed. 

But what could they do.^ Not even my Pharaoh-father 
Could sting him out of my arms. So he grew up 
Into your tall cousin, Eg>‘ptian 

p'rom beard to boots anti, what was almost better, 

A soldier of genius. You don’t remember 

1 low I held you on this terrace, to see him come home from war ? 
It was ten years ago. Do you remember 
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The shrieking music, and half Eg> pt shouting 
Conqueror! Peacemaker! 

TEUSRET. No. 

ANATH. They have all tried to forget. 

Thev have blotted him out of the records, but not out 
Of my memorj-. 

TEUSRET. W hy did they blot him out? 

ANATii. I might have known that I should say too much. 
TEUSRET. Aunt, you must tell me. 

ANATH. W’ell, no doubt I meant to. 

The day I held you here, he came as the conqueror 
Of Abyssinia. In all the windows and doors 
Women elbowed and cracked their voices; and men 
Hung on the gates and the trees; and children sang 
The usual songs, conducted by their teachers. 

TEUSRET. Yes, but what happened to make him- 

ANATH. All right, I’m coming to it, 'reusret. The day after. 
For the countr>'-sidc also to be able to sec the hero. 

He went to inspect the city being built at Pithom.— 

My book was closed from that day forward. 

He went round with an officer who unfortunately 
W'as zealous but unintelligent. Silly man: 

Silly, silly man. He found a labourer 
Idling or resting, and he thought, I suppose, 

‘I’ll show this prince that I’m worth my position’ 

And beat the workman. A Jewish bricklayer. 

He beat him senseless. 

TEUSRET. .And then ? 

ANATH. Moses turned—turned to what was going on— 
'Fumed himself and his world turtle. It was 
As though an inward knife scraped his eyes clean. 



The General of Egj'pt, the Lion and the Prince 
Recognized his mother’s face in the battered body 
Of a bricklayer; saw it was not the face above 
His nursen,', not my face after all. 

He knew his seed. .And where my voice had hung till then 
Now voices descending from ancestral Abraham 
Congregated on him. And he killed 
His Egyptian self in the self of that Eg>-ptian 
And buried that self in the sand. 

TEUSRET. Aunt— 

Enter A guard 

GUARD. The Pharaoh. 

Madam, the Pharaoh is here. 

ANATII. Can we look innocent ? 

Enter sr. Tt. Ex/t the guard 

TEU.SRET. Good morning, father. 

sr.Ti. Go indoors, my Tcusret. 

[Ex/t TEUSRET 

Where is Moses? 
a N ATH. .Seti! 

SETl. Where is Moses? You will kn«>w. 

In what countiA’? Oointr what? 

ANATH. Why Moses? 

SKTi. I need liiin. 

ANATII. Tve no reason o> remember. 

Tm widioul him. 


s h r I. 


But vou know* 
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ANATH. Why should I know? 

Why should I ? When the sun goes down do I have to kn<»w 
W'herc and how it grovels under the world ? 

I thought he was a dust-storm we had shut outside. 

Even now I sometimes bite on the grit. 

SETi. 1 have found him neccssan.-. 

Libya is armed along the length of her frontier. 

And the South’s like sand, shifting and uncertain. 

I need .Moses.—We have discarded in him 
A general of excellent perception. 

ANATH. He’s discarded, rightly or wrongly. We've let him go. 

SETI. Deeds lie down at last, and so did his. 

Out in the wilderness, after two days’ flight. 

His deed lay down, knowing what it had lost him. 

Under the boredom of thorn-trees he cried out 
For Egypt and his deed died. 'I'en years long 
He has tugged this dead thing after him. 

His loyalty needn’t be c|ucsiioned. 

.ANATH. We’re coming to something strange when a normal d; 
Opens and lets in the past. He may remember 
Egypt. He’s in .Midian. 

SEi I. In what part of .Midian? 

ANATH. Wherever buckets are fetched up out of wells 
Or in his grave. 

SETI. We'll find him. If v\c liave to c<»mb 

.Midian to its shadows we’ll find him. 

A.NA I H. He’s better where he 

SETI. He is essential to my plans. 



ANATH. I tell you 

He is better where he is. For you or me 
He’s better where he is. 

We have seen different days without him 
And I have done my hair a different way. 

Leave him alone to bite his lips. 

[SETl *S eye is caught hy something beIon> and beyond the terrace 

SETi. What's this. 

What is tltis crowd ? 

ANATii. It’s Rameses! No qualms 

For the dynasty, with a son as popular as he is. 

SETI. Xhcre’s half the cit\' round him. Where are his guards? 

ANATH. There: a little behind. 

SETI. I'he boy’s too careless. 

I’m not altogether at rest in the way he’s growing. 

His good graces for no-matter-whom. 

He must learn to let the needs of Eg>-pt rule him. 

ANATII. He will learn. He is learning. 

SETI. Kp>pt should pray so. 

AS'.ATii. I would hazard a guc.ss that Fgj'pt’s women 
I lave prayed for him often enough. Ra, raising 
.An eyebrow stiff with the concentration of creation 
Probably says: That boy again? We’d better 
Make something of him early and have them satished. 

C), Ramcscs will be all right. 

•SETI. I hope, 

I hope. 

huter RAMESKs, a boy of eighteen 

RA.MESF.S. Did you scc the excitement.' I think it’s the drought. 
Like the air, we’re all tjuivering with heat. 



Do you find that. Aunt? Either you must sleep like the dead 
Or something violent must happen. 


.\NATH. Loo^your father. 

RAMESES. I didn't see you, father. I’m sotf^' sir. 

Did I interrupt state matters ? 



SETI. ^^'hat morning have you had? 

RA.MESES. Holiday—books rolled up, military exercises 
Over, and no social engagements. I’ve been fowling 
Down at the marshes. 


ANATH. Any luck? 

RAMESES. Not much flesh 

But a paradise of feathers. I was out before daybreak. 

ANATH. It’s a good marksman who hunts by batlight. 


RAMESES. Rtit I 

Waited for daylight. Until then the marsh was a torpor. 

I clucked and clapped as the sun rose 
.\nd up shot so much whistle and whirr 
I could only hold my spear and laugh. 

.All the indignant wings of the marshes 
Flocking to the banner of Tuesday 
To avoid the Prince of Eg> pt! 

Off they flapped into the mist 
I-fM>king about for .Monday 

'I'he day they had lived in peace; and finding nothing 


Hack thev wheeled to Tuesdav. 

^ A 

I had recovered myself by then and killed 
(Jnc that had the breast of a chestnut. 

At last he could feel the uninterrupted darkness 
Of an addled egg. I watched his nerves flinching 
.As thev fell how dark that darkness was. 

I fijund mvsclf trving to pccrdi«»'fi,is* 3 eaaJt-,^'' * 

'I'' 
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It seemed a long way down. The morning and it 
\\*crc oddly separate. 

Though the bird lay in the sun: separate somehow 
Even from contemplation. 

ANATH. Excellent spirits 

To make a success of a holiday. 

RAMESES. Only for a moment. 

SETi. 'I'his afternoon I have business for you. \He turns to go in 

RAMESES. Very well. 

SETI. Was that thunder ? 

AN.ATH. They’re dumping new stone for the 

pyramid. 

RAMESES. Two men came through the marshes before I left; 
Jews, but not our Jews: or one of them 
Was not; he seemed a man of authoritv 
Although some miles of sun and dust were on him. 

SET I. .Aliens? 

RA.MESKS. Yes; but one of them I felt 
I should have known. How could I? 

1 passed thent again as 1 came home. They stood 

To watch the crowd. I looked across and smiled 

But got no smiles from them. And one, the tall one- 

ANATII. Very tall ? 

KAMESKS, Yes, he was tall. It was he 

W ho is somehow in niv memoir*. 

ANATII. .Seti- 

SETI. Well? 

ANATH. Is it possible that somc«»ne hasn’t waited to be recalled? 

Is it possible ? 
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SETI. It tint possible. 

ANATH. Your thoughts arc leaning that way too. 

Sometimes the unaccountable stalks in. 

SETl. Which way were they travelling, Rameses? 
ramF-SES. This way. If I had only thought of them sooner 
We could have seen them go by.—Sir! 

'I hcy arc standing here at the foot of the stairway. How long 
Can they have been there.' Shall I speak to them ? 

ANATH. lie has stood all day under my brain s siairwaj. 

Seti, who is there? Which foremost, Rameses? 

The tall one ? 

RAMFSF.s. Yes. Who’s in your mind? 

ANATH. 

The tall one. 

[rameses Joirti the steps 

So he is back; and small-talk 
Mas to block a draught up ten years old. 

.SETI. Why has he come? 

ANATH. You said he longed for h.gypt. 

SETI. I think so. 

ANATH. Hut what am I in Egypt? 

.‘\ dead king’s daughter. 

Jie-enter ¥. .KWf.h^S, foUotreJ hy MOSLS iiiiJ AARON 
Si; 7 [. What words can I find to fit 

St) irhostlv a homeconiinij ? L'nderstand vou arc welcome. 

w . » 

Whatever uncertainty you have tan go. 

We welcome vou. Look who is here. 

ANA'iii. Me has seen me. We have lo<iked at one another. 

SE. I I. W e’ll abs<jlvc t>ursel\es ol the ten years. W ho is this .' 
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MOSES. My brother. 

I had not heard you had a brother. 

ANATH. A brother, a sister—and a mother. All the three. 

SETi. I told my sister we must have you back. 

And so we must, and so Eg>pt must; and it seems 
That we have. You are come promptly at the word, Moses. 

MOSES. This is not why I came. 

SETi. You would scarcely foresee it. 

MOSES. I am not who you think. I am a stranger. 

SETI. Not by a vein or a hair. The past is forgotten. 

You are a prince of Egj’pt. 

MOSES. The prince of Egypt 

Died the day he fled. 

SETI. W’hat do you mean? 

MOSE.s. 'fhat prince of Eg>pt died. I am the Hebrew 
Smitten out of the shadow of that prince, 

V’omitcd out of his dr>' lips, the cr>* 

Whipped off the sanded tongue of that prince of Egypt. 

SETI. W hat has this long discomfort done for you. 

My friend ? It has made you bitter. 

MOSES. Why was it you decided tt) ask me to come back? 

SETI. Isn’t it time wc laitl the crippling ghost 
'I'liat haunts us? You evidently thought so too 
'I'o come so far. 

•MOSES. You’ve a better reason than that. 

SET I. ^\ hy sh(»iild you want reasons when you have come 
On your own initiative.^ Why arc you here? 

I am asking you candidly. Why did you come? 
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MOSES. My blood heard my blood weeping 

Far oft' like the swimming of fear under the sea. 

The sobbing at night below the garden. 1 heard 
My blood weeping. It is here it wept and weeps. 

It was from here I heard coming this drum of despair, 
Under your shoes, under your smile, and under 
The foundations of your tomb. From Egypt. 

ANATH. What was it, Seti, that lay down and died ? 

SET I. Why arc you here? 

MOSES. To be close to this that up to now 

Has been a pain in the mind, not yet 
Possessing the mind, but so increasing 
It has driven me here, to be in myself the pain, 

To be the pain’s own life. 

SETl. Still you haven’t 

-‘\nswcrcd my question. Come, what do you want ? 

MOSES. First, that you should know what you are doing. 

SETl. Take care, Moses. 

ANATH. And secondly r 

MOSES. What can I hope 

From that until he has understood the first? 

SETl. What is this mood y»)U have come in which is so ready 
To abuse a decent welcome? 'I'hcre is something shipwreck 
About you that will not do for peacctul places. 

Steady yourself if we’re to understand one another. 

I am the Pharaoh, Moses, not the young uncle 

Of the Heliopolis classroom, nor your mcssro«jm brother. 
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MOSES. A man has more to be than a Pharaoh. 

He must dare to outgrow the security 

Of partial blindness. I’m not speaking now 

To your crown; I’m speaking to your merciless mischief. 

SETi. You have coarsened during your exile. What you say 
Hasn’t even the virtue of clarity. If j'ou wish 
To consider mj" offer of reinstatement, go 
And consider. I can be patient. Egypt can do 
Her work on you like a generous woman, given 
Her lime. [He glances at 

.Midian will wash ofl'in the Nile. 

Go on, go on, I shall not remember this morning. 

.MOSES. I think you will. My brother has lived these days 
In amongst Israel, while I was sleeping. 

He knows both the truth and the injur>' better than I can. 
Let him speak what he knows. 

AARON. 'Pwelvc hundred thousand Israelites arc under 

Your dominion. Gf these two hundred and twenty thousand 
Only, arc men. 'I'hc rest are in the proportion 
Of four hundred and fiftv thousand women 
Anti five liundrcd and thirty thousand children. 

SETI. I have my census-takers. 

AARON. So perhaps 

Has Heath got his; but 1 think he has not referred 
His undertakings t«> your dynastic understanding. 

I lerc I have liis estimate; between /Vpril and July 
Six hundred and one deaths suffered in old age 
lJut an oKl age of fVirced labour, their backs bent twice, 
L'ndcr the weight of years ami untler the mule-whip. 

.•\Iso thiri\ -cight deaths of liealihy men 

\\ ho niatle s«imc show <jt reluctance or momentary 

Impatience. 
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^^OSES. That was a good cure. They arc now 

Patient for all eternity. 

AARON. Also the deaths 

Of a hundred pregnant women, forced to dig 
Until they had become their own gravediggers. 

Also the deaths of eighty-four children, twelve 
Unofficial crucitixions . . . 

'Fhis is intolerable 

Singsong! Am I to compose the epitaphs 

For cver>' individual grave ol this trying summer ? 

I have mv figures. 1 do not need yours. 

1 have put men to a purpose \n ho otherwise 
Would have had not the least meaning. 

MOSES. Not the least meaning, except the meaning 
Of the breath in your lungs, the mystery ol existing 
At all. What have we approached or conceived 
When we have conquered and built a world Even 
'I'hough civilization became perfect? What then." 

W'c have only put a crown on the skeleton. 

It is the individual man 

In his individual I'rccdom who can mature 
With his warm spirit the unripe world. 

I'hcv are vour likeness, these men, even to nightmares. 
I have business with Egypt, one more victory for licr, 
A better one than Ethiopia; 

'1‘hat she sh<;uld come to see her own shame 
.And dLsc«)ver justice for my people. 

SET I. Yf>u have fermented in your Midian bottle. 

IJut lately 1 have learnt an obstinate patience. 

We should have done better to ha\c met 
Uut of the sun. Wc can do better than this 
-And so \sc shall yet, later, at a ccmler time. 
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Where will you sleep ? We will see you have food. 

Do you remember, I wonder, the palace nectarine? 

I said, where will you lodge? 

MOSES. With my sister, Miriam. 

SETi [ro ANATu]. Do you know where that is ? 

A N A T H. Perfectly. 

SETI [going m]. Very well. 

ANATH. Now he will not sleep again tonight. 

MOSES. I hope that none of us will sleep again 
Until we all can sleep. 

ANATH. And so once more 

Wc sec each other. You have chosen a fine day. 

[moses waits. ANATH says no more. He goes with AARON 

ANATH. I taught him to walk, Ramcscs. I also taught him 
To speak and say his alphabet. I taught you your 
Alphabet also; and also Teusret hers. 

I have been a really useful woman. 

RAMESES. Where 

Does his sister live ? 

ANATH. Why do you want to know? 

RAMESES. I wondered where it might be. 

ANATH. She has a tent 

By the brick-kiln. 

RAMESES. I liked that man. 

ANATH. So have others before you. I.ike him, Ramcscs, 

Forget him, and let us live in peace. 

RAMESES. I shall go and find him. 

ANATH. Ramescs, I ask you to forget him. 

C 



1 low ? 


RAMESF.S. 

ANATH. What would make it difficult? 

RAMESES. Can you forget him? 

ASATH. He has gone. 

RAMESES. And something of us, I ihii^, went with him. 

ANATH. Well, you will let him go. I have asked you. 

RAMESES. 

I love vou, you know that. Hut trust me a little. 

I shall be discreet. [/j..v/r r.ameses 

A N A T H. Ramoses!—No, 

What should I be doing, turning his feet 

Towards my fears? [.S/zt* to the porupet 

Enter TEUSRF.T 

TEUSRET. Aunt .Anath, where is Ramoses going? 

Aunt Anaih— 

ANAIH. Do you remember, Teusret? 

A man fell f^^^m the pyranud—only this morning. 

CVRTAI.N 


.schnt: two 

MIRIAM’S/f/i/. \\os\.s{in the cnlrtinee'\. MIRIA.M. 

MOSES. Miriam! Miriam! 

MIRIA.M. Is it my br<.)thcr; ^es; 

^'ou have his immosablc l«iok. Aaron told me 
To expect you. 

MOSES. Cjn vou be .Miriam? 


c 
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A kind 


MIRIAM. 

Of residue. Sit down, if you don’t mind. 

I dislike answering questions. Ask me nothing. 

I am vcr>' well; I have nothing to offer you 
To drink. 

MOSES. I’m glad to be with you after so long. 

MIRIAM, ^ou will find it very tiresome after five or sLv minutes. 

I repeat myself unendurably, like the Creation. 

Your only hope is to deaden yourself to me 
.And it. 

A ARON [in the entrance]. Your name runs like fire, like an ostrich! 
You didn’t wait to hear, but the sergeant at the gate 
Was full c»f it. He said the whole city 
Is pulsing with talk and argument about you: 

As soon as this; before you’ve even been seen! 

MOSES. And what will this do for us? 

AARON. Surely it suggests 

Fhcy’rc taking sides? Down in the square, it seems, a minister’s 
wife 

Was wearing an M in small lilies; her daughter snatched them off 
And threw them among the pigeons. How can Seti 
A.ssurc himself what size your faction is? 
loves and hates you inextricably. 

MOSES. Kgypt is afraid. I.ovc me? No; 

'I'hc) ’re afraid to be without me. 

A.ARON. 'Fhat will pass for love. 

MOSES. 'I hey love me from the bottom of their greed. 

Give me the bad news. What men have we lost? 

MIRIAM. So you're not only here on a visit to your sister. 

AARO.v. Here is a list. It ’s not complete. 
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I’ve had 


MIRIAM. 

Enough of trouble. 

MOSES. Rahnor, Jancih, Pathrusim— 

Is he lost ? Pathrusim ? The sand of Eg> pt 
Is abominably the richer.—Hadoram, Seth, 

Havilah, Dodanim . . . 

MIRIAM. Why do you read 

Dead men’s names? There arc some of us still breathing. 

Your sister, for example, is still alive. 

Figuratively speaking. I imagined 

You would have plenty to tell me. I lave you not ? 

.•\m I always to know nothing of you? 

.MOSES. These names are what I am. 

MIRIAM. They are yesterday’s life. I liked many of them vcr> well; 
But we no longer have anything in common. 

AARON. Arc we to forget them because we have lost them? 
MIKIA.M. 

To be with them comes too easily. 

MOSES. This tent 

Is stilling. 

NtiRlAM. I keep it closed. 1 have no liking 
For w hat goes on outside. 

MOSES. When do they say 

'I'he mountains last had rain? 


MIRIAM. Nine months ago. 

.MOSE.S. It ’s time for parturition. 

L«><jk: what you shut out is a withering cit>'. 

City of Eg^'pt. 'I'his land once I worshipped. 

And now I cannot In Hit wli ii T luiiiij a liii ( her 
In my heart. 
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Still groans with the laborious wheels which drew 
1 he Nile water. There is little difference 
Between ourselves and those blindfolded oxen. 

We also do the thing we cannot see. 

Hearing the creaking pivot and only knowing 
That we labour. 

MIRIAM. Why did you bring him ? Take yourselves off! 

I his is my tent, and it*s not for restless hands. 

He’s a dangermaker still. 

AARON. What has he said, Miriam? 

MiRiANf. I have a son 

And that is all I rest on. There’s a man 
Who should have been my brother. A king’s daughter 
Swallowed him and spat out this outlaw. I’ll 
Not have any more in the family. 

AARON. What should make them? 

MIRIAM. You and he. I know. Two years ago 
1 had it all: the surly men coming in here. 

One at a time by signal, hardly nodding 

Towards me, covering the table with their knife-cuts 

To show how rcv{)lution must come, and freedom. 

And idiocy; till a beetle striking the lamp 
Or the coal settling, would shiver through us all 
As though a dagger had sung into the pole. 

And Lspah and Zoad arc dead from it. And you 
In a night of loud hyenas went over the border. 

Not again. I’ll keep my nights of sleep, and I’ll keep 
My son. 

AARON. In this countrj- of murder? 

MIRIAM. I'll keep my son 

In whatever countr>'. 
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MOSES. 


I lappily ? 


MIRIAM. We have 

A way of living. Wc have the habit. Well } 

It becomes a kind of pleasantness. 

MOSES. You have gone 

With the dead after all, but you pretend not to see them. 
Miriam, ^\e have to speak to them ^^ith our lives. 

Death was their question to us, and our lives 
Become their understanding or perplexity. 

.•\nd by living to answer them, wc also answer 
Our own impermanence. But this rule of Kgypt 
Denies us life, Miriam, and gives us nothing 
With which wc can outspeak our graves. 

MIRIAM. I am angry; 

The pity is I am angry. T must pretend 
You have said nothing. 

AARo.N. But dt> you understand him? 

In fact, do I understand him ? 

.MOSES. When I was a child, 

.Miriam, and you would come to me in the huge 

Nursery' of the I’haratdis, yvc'il go hand 

In hand along your stories, Hebrew stories 

Which like ermtraband you put quietly in 

'I'o become mv nature. Do vou remember? 

• ^ 

MIRIAM. How she disliked me then! But what a taletU 
For condescension she had. I never saw you 
After you were a child except by waiting 
.Among the crowd in the streets. 'I here was no need 
To come from Midian to tell me what my life is; 

I have a bowing acquaintance with ir. I knew it 
When I hid you to save you from the knives. 
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Before I could talk it talked to me 
In most dUHcuIt words. 


MOSES. What words, Miriam? 

MIRIAM. Pogrom, for one. And the curses of Egj’ptian children 
When I ran towards them expecting to play; 

The shout of command kicking at the ribs. 

All human words tom to a scream. 

We have a wildfowl quality of blood, 

Moses, temptation for sportsmen. 

MOSES. Goon. 

MIRIAM. With what, 

If you please ? Do you know the secret which will change 
Our spoor? Our grandfather was stoned. I imagine 
Creation tried our blood, and brought it in guilty. 

MOSES. It was the verdict of Chaos. 

MIRIAM. I,ct us altmc 

'I'o serve the sentence. One grows accustomed. 

We have to be as we arc. 

MOSES. Wc have 

'I'o be Israel; as we arc. 

MIRIAM. \\'hcrc do you sec Israel now? 

MOSES. Where 

Do I sec God ? Be certain, Israel is. 

I am here to be a stone in her sling, out of her gall. 

MIRIA.M. Israel! Israel’s the legend I told you in the nurseiy. 
Wc’vc no more spirit to support a God. 

MOSES. W'c have a G<id who will support the spirit, 

.And both shall be found. But still I need to know how good 
Can be strong enough to break out of the possessing 
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Arms of evil. 1 am there, beyond myself. 

If I could reach to where I am. 

A.ARON. You will find the approach 

And the means you want. I’m confident. Something 
Will soon open a way to action. 

RAMESES [in the tent opening\. Uncle. 

I knew you as that. When I have thought of you 
It has been as my uncle. You may not like it. 

You may not want to see me, even. 

MOSES. Welcome and unwelcome. 

RAMESES. I haven’t come 

From my father. I used schoolboy’s worship, like myrrh 
.And cassia, to perpetuate you : 

The immense and alVable god in general’s uniform. 

Who came and went between wars, who filled the schoolroom 
.And I could call him uncle. So w hen the memory 
Kroke its wrappings, and sttiod speaking like a man 
On a noonday terrace, I decided to come nearer. 

MOSES. Come on, then, and send the god to vanish finally 
Into the lie that he always was. 

RAMESES. You spoke 

To mv father too suddeniv. 

a • 

MOSES. Yes, we’re precipiu»us. 

We gods. We threw off the world, vegetable 
.And animal too, on the impulse of an imaginative 
Nloment. Dui we lost interest. 

RA.MESES. 

I’m a bov to vou still. 


You mean 



MOSES. You came by your boyhood honestly. 

Mine I stoic. I had no right to it. 

A A R o M. WTiy 

Do you turn him away, Moses ? Why not talk to him > 


MOSES. What would we talk oT, Aaron? W'hat quiet subject? 
'rhey tell me centuries of horror brood 
In this vivid kingdom of fertile mud. Do you think 
If we swung the rattle of conversation 
Those centuries would fly off like so many crows? 

T hey would wheel above us and come to feed again. 

A.4ROM. But where shall we find a better 
Opportimin* ? 


RA.MESES. I have my father mapped 

So that I know which way to travel. Li.stcn, 

L ncle he says he would have recalled you, which means 
He needs you here. He’ll be friendly if you let him. 

I kept a buckle of your uniform—this one, the lion^hcad. 

1 ake it again, take our army and be our general. 

\ ou 11 become inseparable from Egj'pt’s safety; 

I hen he will listen. 'Then vou can direct 
His goodwill past yourself to these Israelites. 

-AARtJN. It’s true. ^ ou have the buckle, and we’re agreed, then. 
.My dreams were less; not a third as felicitous. 

.\!O.SF..s. T.gypt and Israel both in me together! 

I low wouM ih.it be managed? I shouUi wolf 
-Myself t«» keep myself nourished. I could play 
Whh w.irs, oil Ci«k 1, very pleas-antly. You know 
I pr<ispcr in a cloud of dust—you’re w ise 
To ofler me that. .And Egypt w ould still be, 

In spite of my fathers, a sufficient cause. 

.A.\RON. Acs, it would be sufficient. 
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MOSES. Splendid, then. 

What armour shall I wear? What ancestral metal 
Above my heart? Rib, thighbone and skull: 

Bones from the mines of Eg> pt. I will clank 
To Egypt’s victor)- in Israel’s bones. 

Docs this please you ? Does it not ? Admire 
How when preparing a campaign I become 
Oblivious to day and night, and in 
The action, obsessed. Mow w ill that d<j ? I make 
My future, put glon,- into Egypt, enjoy myself 
Into your father’s conlidence—yes, that, 

I know; and being there, perhaps I coax 
I.ittle concessions for the Hebrew cause 
To justify me.—Idiot, idiot! 

I should have lost them, Aaron, and be lost. 

More than when in Midian I sat 

Over mv food and let them trudge in my bowels. 

.^AR<)N•. I have faith in your judgement. Nevertheless, this is 
Something to be thought of, a reality of a kind. 

.MOSES. Like aduItcr^•. 

.MIRIAM. Oiler of a generalship? 

Of course I don’t understand. But like adulterv ? 

To be a general ? Do you mean us to think 
You would refuse—• 

•MOSES. You both would like It) see 

Your brother fat, but \our brother has a fancy 
'I'o be as lean as Israel. 

RAMESF.S. Will you promi.se to be patient? 

'fhcrc will be difficulties to be got over; 

I have a father. Hut at some future time 
When I am Pharaoh— 
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MOSES. By then I may be free 

To let my bones talk of their disinterest 
In the world’s affairs: and whether it is Hebrew 
Or Eg>'ptian, man will cr>' for me no longer. 

MIRIAM. Listen! 

AARON. What is it? 

MIRIAM. Nothing, nothing—I imagined— 

Why should he be back at this time ? What 
Could bring him now? Listen! 

MOSES. What do you hear? 

MIRIAM. It’s the call he gives when he’s reaching home. 

Her son. 

It s Shendi. 


MIRIA.M. Something has happened. 

Why is the palace here ? What are you doing here 
In my home ? He cannot even come home. 

RAMESES. Jsthis 

Eg>pt ? 

NilRiAM. Oo you hear him again? No nearer, no nearer. 
He is being prevented. Can I get to him 
Without being seen ? Stay where you arc. No one 
Must sec me, no one. 


[She g,oes out. Itt a moment AARON foliows her 

RAMESES. ^ ou all think of me 

As an enemy. 

.MOSES. We’re not enemies so much 

As creatures of division. You and I, 

Ramcscs, like money in a purse, 

Ring together only to be spent 
For different reasons. 
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There will be summers to come 
Which need the throne and lotus: a world 
Richer for an Eg>'pt prosperous in wisdom 
Which you will govern. 

RA.MESES. Am I never to see you? 

MOSES. No, it would be better, never. Slay with your own: 
A people without blame which still 
Faces the good future. My own purpose 
W'ould only bring you confusion. Forget me, Rameses. 

R.\MESES. That an>wvay is impossible. I know 
I bear your mark, and how will you obliterate 
That ? Do you forttet the feel of the vear 
When you were as I am ? They count me as a man. 

Just. But the boy is still in my head and mouth. 

I feel him there. I speak him. I should burn 
Throne and lotus gladly if I could break 
.Mvself «)f boyhood, if burning would do it. But you 
.\re clear and risen roundly over the hazes. 

You have the formula. I need it. 

MOSES. Clear? 

F-vidence of that! Where in this drouthv 
Overwatered world can vou find me clarity? 

What spirit made the hawk ? a bird obedient 
To grace, a bright lash (in the check of the wind 
And drawn and ringed with feathered earth and sun, 

.An achievement of eternity’s birdsmiih. But did he 
.Also bleak the glittering charcoal of the eyes 
•And sharpen beak and claws on his hone of lust ? 

What language is life ' Not one I know. 

.A quarrel in God’s nature. But you, at least, 

-Arc pron»»unceahlc: heir of F.gj pt, heir i»f ICg\ pt. 

That is yourself. 
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RAMESES. You mean I*m of no value 

Except to be Egypt’s ornament. 

MOSES. Of much 

Value; infinite. 

RAMESES. But we stay unfriendly? 

MOSES- Because I taste your boyhood and remember mine 
And like them both. 

RAMESES. But even so— 

MOSES. You shall stay as you are. 

RAMESES. Exactly as I am, a friend of Moses. 

MOSES. They’re coming with Shendi. Keep with me in the shadow 

Enter miria.M and AARON, supporting SHENDI 

MIRIAM. Me has been so strong. Arc you ill How arc you ill ? 
You can speak, surely you can speak? We don’t know them; 
That’s what is worst—our own—even in childhood 
They say so little. 

AARON. Lie here, Shendi. 

MIRIAM. Still 

And quiet. What shall I do for him? 

AARON. Give him this water. 

MIRIAM. A sip, and then you shall have more. 

SHENDI. They’ll come. 

MIRIAM. Keep yourself quiet. 

SHENDI. 

They’ll come for me, they’ll find me? 

AARON. 

MIRIAM. Done? 


Yes, they will come. 
What have you done ? 
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SllENDl. What arc you holding me for? Must I always 

Be held? It was the sun! Don't you know that? 

They make madmen in the sun. 'I'housands of madmen 
Have been made in the sun. They say nothing, nothing at all, 
But suddenly they’re running—no, not they. 

It’s only their bodies that are running: the madmen 
Arc still standing in the sun, watching their bodies 
Run away. Can they kill me for that ? Or what, or w hat ? 

It was the strike that started it! 

AARON. What have you said! 

What strike ? 

MlKlAAt. He’s ill! 

siiENDi. No, it was the sun; not the strike. 

The sun. The noise of the strike, the whips. 

AARON. The strike? 

What was it ? What do you mean ? 

SHhNDi. The spermy bastards! 

'I'hcy make us hit the earth like spit. 

AtiRlAM. What are you saying? 

Don’t ask him any more! 

AARON. ril make him tell me. What strike? 

What arc you saying? 

SHENDi. I don’t know what has happened. 

'I'he brickmakers hesan it. .A Nounitslcr was with me, 

'Tuclvc years anti he left me to watch the irtiuhlc. 

I saw them take him away* thc\‘ dra^^eJ him utl 
To the captain at the gate* because he was watching. 

It has nothing to do with it. It's the sun. Have you heard 
I'hc order? They'll not give us straw to make the bricks; 

We must gather the straw ourselves; but the tale of bricks 
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Must be more, more! What does it matter? Who says 
It matters ? TheyVe coming for me. 

MIRIAM. If cannot happen, 

Shendi, it cannot. 

MOSES. Cannot happen, cannot be. 

Cannot. Earth, life, ourselves arc impossibility; 

What is this Pharaoh who answers me with this ? 

SHENDI. Who^sthat.^ 

My uncle, is it ? The great fellow that was. 

The man who thought he w as Eg>'pt. Have you come 
To try again, murderer? Eook at your crop of relations 
And how' they do in the land you dunged for us. 

Do you hear that ? They’re whipping the side of the tent. 

You know I can’t stand up, they’ve come for me. 

You know it was the sun—uncle, uncle! 

MIRI.\.M. It was neighbours talking, it was only the neighbours. 

—Aaron, 

It was neighbours talking. Wasn’t it, wasn’t it ? 

Enter TWO overseers 

No, no! 

1 ST OVERSEER. Nice family. Here’s the man we want. 

2 NI> OVERSEER. Get Up, 

Little rat. So you’d strike? We’ll teach you striking. 

Striking’s our speciality'. Eh ? Not bad! We’ll strike him! 
MIRIAM. He’s sick—can’t you see? 

1 ST OVERSEER. 'I'hat ’s cnougli of that. 

RAMESES. W’hat is this? 

Weren’t you told I had sent for him? 

2 ND OVERSEER. Mv Ctimcs! 

RA.MEsr.s. Well, weren’t you told? 
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1 ST OVERSEER. No, sir; no, your holiness; not told. 

I beg your pardon, sir. I didn't see you, my lord, didn't see you. 

RA.MESES. I tell you now. I sent for him. Go away. 

1 ST OVERSEER. Ycs, lord. 

2 ND OVERSEER. Ycs, almighty. 

yi'hey buck away out of sight 

MIRIAM. You’re here, Shendi, you’re here. The prince has kept 
you. 

He spoke for you. 

SHE.NDi. No one warned—What arc you doing with me? 

Is it a trick } ^\'hat did I say before they came ? 

My lord forgive me, I was ill. 

RA.MESES. Nothing will hurt you. You can rest. 

You have seen enough of Egypt in this tent. 

[Exit K AMESES 

AARON. I begin to have hope. 

Eh, Moses? This is the boy who will he our man. 

The palace key. In the belly of our misfortune 
\Vc find our hope. 

MOSES. We’re not concerned with hope. 

Or with despair; our need is something difl'erent: 
lo confront ourselves, to create within ourselves 
Existence which cannot fail to be fulfilled. 

It will not be through this boy, nor through 
Thankless palace manceuvring and compromise. 

AARON. Where will you turn, then? 


.Mo.SF.s. W’herc shall I look for triumph.' 

Somewhere, not beyond our scope, is a power 
Participating but unharnessed, waiting 
lo be led towards us. Good has a singular strength 
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Not known to evil; and I, an ambitious heart 
Needing interpretation. But not through Ramcses» 
Never through Rameses. I will not use him! 

CURTAIN 


SCENE THREE 

A room in the Palaccy giving on to the terrace of Scene One. anath is 
standing on the terrace. TEUSRET’s voice ts heard calling * Rameses! 
Rameses!' Jt draws nearer. ANATH comes into the room and listens 
for TEUSREt’s voice which now comes from farther away. She turns 
to go hack to the terrace. Enter rameseS. 

ANATH. Have you seen your father? 

KA.MESES. He has made me a present of my future 
With the royal seal attached. I’m to marry 
The King of Syria’s daughter. Did you know ? 

ANATH. He ttild me he would ask this of you. 

RAMESES. W'hcn I woke this morning I thought nothing of the 
future, 

Only of today, and what I remembered of the past. 

And yet in these twelve hours the future 

Has suddenly come up, iwo-lcggcd, huge, as though to say 

‘See nothing but me.’ First Moses, with his fixed purpose 

Walking ahead of us, as absolute 

As a man’s death. .'\nd now this other future, 

A stranger from S>ria to be the focus 

Of my life, nty senses and devotion, if it may be. 

AN.ATH. 1 wish you happiness. 

Where is Tcusret? 
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Everywhere. 


.\.NATH. 

Put your hand in one place, she is already 
Beating her wings in another. 

R A .\( LS E s. Listen—look— 

\\’hat is this ‘now’, the moment we’re now crossing.^ 

Can this truth vanish.' 

Lo<ik, your shadow ihniwn over the chair, 

'I'hat d<jg’s jerking bark, the distance of whistling, 

A gate clanging-to, the water thrown int<i the yard, 

Your fingers travelling your bracelet, my voice—ILsten, 

.\Iy voice—your breathing— 

[TEt'SKE r is he.tril calling KA.MESh.S 

.^nd Teusret running through the empty rooms. 
It is true for us now, but not till now, and never 
'I'o be again. I want it for myself. 

I'his is mv life. 

w 

F.nter teu.sret 
It has gone. 

TEUSRET. I’ve found )()u at last. 

\S here have you been hidden.' Where were you? 

R.^MF.SES. With father. 

TrusRET. Ft»r an hour! 

No one could tell me. The rooms were all ileserted. 

Just as it happens in my sleep sometimes; but tltcn 
I he door on the lither side of the room is alwavs 
C.lt>sing behind y<»u, and the ro<»m is empty—I never 
Cionte t<j \ ou. 

RAMESES. But, awake, it's different. Yt>u find me. 

TEU.sRLr. \S h\ did he talk for st» long? 
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I’m to be married 


RAMESES. 

He says. 

TEUSRET. I had a riddle to ask you. Fared 
Taught it to me. 

RAMESES. What is it? 

TEUSRET. Ramescs, 

When will you be married ? 

RAMESES. Soon, he says. 

TEUSRET. Why? Why? You can’t! What does he mean? 
Then—if you did—Why have you said so ? Oh, 

Why did you say it ? 

RAMESES. Teusret- 

TEUSRET. Who is it? 

RAMESES. The Syrian. 

Her name is Phipa. 

TEUSRET. Do you think that’s pretty? 

Phipa, Phipa, Phipa! The noise a flute makes 
When the mouth’s too full of saliva. You won’t do it. 

RAMESES. What can I say? 

ANATll. Teusret, we all, you will find, 

Delong to Egypt: our lives go on the loom 
And our kind weaves, .^nd the gods know we need 
Some such alliance. If the dynasty is safe 
We can at least be partly ourselves. He will need 
Doth of us still. 

TEUSRET. He won’t. Me will be changed. 

'I'hc days will be different and I shall be the same. 

1 low shall I be happy then ? 

Enter seti 


WilO'OM be? 


Are you glad ? 

SETi. Can you imagine, Teusret, 

The frantic compulsion which first fetched man forming 
And breathing out of the earth’s dust? Such 
A compulsion of beauty has this Phipa of Syria, 

With the addition of wit and a good head for business. 

She’s immensely rich. Homegoing sailors. 

When there arc no stars, steer perfectly for Syria 
.Merely by thinking of her. So they .say. 

A figure of her, hung under the stem 

And kissing the wake, ensures a harvest of fish. 

TEUSRLT. What a talc! 

SETi. Well, yes, but she has beauty. 

lEUSRET. Flowers for Rameses 

Then! We must make it an occasion. I’ll fetch my lute 
.And celebrate. Garlands! I’ll make you into 
A nice little afternoon god. Don't go away. 

RAMKSF.s. I Icre, Teusret— 

TEUSRET. You have earned a ceremony. 

Would you rather have me in tears? 'Phis isn’t silliness 
But a proper formality. I need to do it. 

Wait, all of you. [/;a// TEUSRET 

ANAiH. Let her d<i what she must. 

RAMUSES. Father, 

I have something to ask you. It has to do with Moses. 

SETI. lie needn’t trouble vou. 

RAMESES. Nor anv of us. But ha\en’t vou 

♦ • 

Overlooked his nephew r 
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This is nothing to you. 


SETI. 

Nothing to you at all. 

RAMESES. Nothing at all. 

Moses has a sister and a nephew. 

The nephew’s a labourer. Might there not here be a way 
By which you could come at Moses? 

SETI. Statesmanship, 

My son, is the gods* gift to restrain their own 
Infidelities to man. As for Moses, 

I’ll comprehend him when he’s comprehensible. 

RAMESES. Such as a commission for this nephew; or a place in the 
p.alace. 

What do you say? Can you talk of honours 

'I'o a man whose family is unhont>ured ? I don’t know. 

But you will kno\%. 

SETI. Who told you to speak of him ? 

What do you know of this name that you’re bandying? Anath ? 
Is this your infiucnce? 

ANATii. .*\m I a planet, 

'I'o be so infiucntial? No, iicti, it is not. 

I uould rather infect him with something less dubious 
'riian the blood of Moses. 

A'w/er TEl'SRET irith a luie auJJlowers 

TEUSRET. I.ook, I have them. I got them 

C])ut of rnv room. They were round my bron/c Isis. 

Shall 1 have offendctl her ? 

SK I I. 1^0 you know this nephew? 

ANATII. I’ve seen him. 


s E I I. 


I low did he promise? 

lib] 


AN ATM. lie promised to be male, 

As though he might have the ability for a beard 
I thouiiht. 

TF-L'SRF.T. Are you all readv for the ccremonv ? 

Ramcscs, you must be in a chair; this chair. 

RAMESES. Can it be tried.’ 

SETi. U hat is it now r 

RANtESES. 'I'o mark 

.\Iy cc»ming of age. May I commission the nephew? 

SE 1 I. ^’hat is still to be kn<)«n. I must have precise 
Information of him. Now forget the question. 

TELSRET. \\ hy must ytju go 

Dcforc you sec Ramescs in {lowers? .‘\iul when 

Have you ever heard me play on my lute? {Exit SK I l 

I las no rule 

'I'old him he has a daughter? 

ANATM. The flowers were schooled 

With salamanders, to be so enduring 
In this furnace. 

RAME.srs. Will he realiv do it? 

AN S I H. 'riic land 

Is rocking, remember. He'll take hold even of grass. 

IFI .SRF.T. Let me begin. Neither of y«iu has anv sense 
Of occasion. 'I'liese on vour shoulders. What itre flowers? 

\S hat is the bridge to he crossed, I wonder, 

I’rom a petal to being a wing »)r a hand ? 'riiesc 
I-or your brows. Does the scent of them sicken vmi ? 

My pollen fingers. 


RAMESES. 


'I'hey’re shattering alreadw 
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TEUSRET. Some of them arc too full. 


RAMESES. 

Here’s an earwig on my hand. 


You’ve brought me the garden. 


TEUSRET. Tread on it. Now 

You’re ripe to receive a god. Isn’t he, Aunt.> 

Ooes he look noble ? My brother in bloom. 

RAMESES [treading on the earwig]. Out goes he. Let’s get your sing¬ 
ing over. 

TEUSRET [staring], I have to remember you. Sing with me. 


ANATII. I? 

Sing.' With the crack in my voice? Not songs for bridegrooms. 
Only songs in the minor, where a false note 
Gan be taken to be excessive sensibilit>'. 

TEUSRET. Nothing, nothing will go on in the old way. 

I w ondcr, can I remember which is the key ? [She touches the lute 

RA.MESES. Did you know my father had ordered the Israelites 
To gather their own straw? 


.ANATH. Yes, I knew. 

RAMESES. Why did he? 

ANATH. little show of invulnerability. 

RAMESES. Is Moses safe here ? 


TEUSRET. I wish there were echoes in this room, 

A choir t>f them, to be company for my voice. 

You will have to help me when I lose myself. 

[S/MjTiJ Why should there be two 

Where one will do. 

Step over this shadow and tell me 
.'\n<.l my heart will make a ring 
Sighing in a circle 


And my hands will beckon and bring 
Xhc maiden fortune who bcicll me 
O fortune, fortune. 

Enter SETI 

You see, father,—doesn’t he look married already? 

Why do we breathe and wait 
Sti separate ? 

The whirl in the shell and the sand 
Is time going home to time 
Kissing to a darkness. 

So shall we go, so shall we seem 
In the gardens, hand in hand. 

O fortune, fortune. 

So changed against the sun— 

[S/zr is interrupted hy MOSES, who enters heurin^ in his arms 
a deud Israelite hoy 

ANATH. What are we to have now? 

SETl. What is this? Isn’t it enough that you broke 
Into Eg>’pt unasked but you must— 

MOSES. This is your property. 

Of little value. Shall I bur>' it in your garden? 

You need have no anxiety. It will not grow. 

ANA in. Oh, in the name of the gods— 

SETl. Is your reason gone ? 

.MOSES [laying the body ar SETl ’s feetX Look: worthless, worthless. 
The music needn’t stop. 

You killed him. 

SETl. As I thought; vou’vc let vour braiti 

Sufl'er in this heat. I saw, in tlic first few words 
You spoke this morning, it would end in this. 
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That isn’t death 


TEUSRET. Ramcscs! That boy! 

RAMESES. 

Lying on the ground. 

TEUSRET. It is! It is! It is! 

SETi. Well? Tell me: is it an act of sanity 
To carr>' this child here? I’m sorrj’ to see it. 

Take him and have him buried. You know it wasn’t 
Done by me. 

MOSES. It was done of you. You’ll not 

Escape from yourself through the narrows between By and Of. 
Your capt.nin killed him on the metal of your gates, as with 
A score of others. If it wasn’t done of you 
Fetch the captain, condemn him to death, and watch 
1 low he’ll stare. 

SETI. ril see the man. It’s understood. 

MOSES. W'ho understands? .And what is understood? 

If you move \our foot only a little fonvard 

Your toe will be against your power. Is this 

How you imagined your strength to be—ungrowing, 

Unbreathing, a child, and dead? Out of him 

Conies > <>ur army, your fleet, the cliff of gold 

^'ou move on, pritle, place, adulation 

.•\nd name. I'ctch in your capt.iin, 

I**clch in >«)ur thousand captains, and condemn them 
I'or the murder of ytnir power. 

SE I I. Nature is lavish, 

.And in return for being understood. 

Not hoardcil, gives us cis ili^ation. 

Would you have tlic earth never sec purple 
Because the nuircx dies? Blame, dear .Moses, 
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The gods for their creative plan \\hich is 
Not to count the cost but enormously 
To bring about. 

MOSES. .And so they bring about 

'I'hc enormity of Eg>’pt. Is that the full 
.Ambition of your gods ? Eg>'pt is t)nly 
One golden eruption of lime, one Hying .spark 
.Attempting the ultimate tire. But who can say 
\\'hat secrets my race has, what unworked seams 
Of consciousness in mind and soul.' Deny 
T.ifc to itself and life w ill harness and ride you 
'I'o its purpose. .My people shall become themselves, 

Bv reason of their own god who speaks within them. 

\\'hat I ask is that I may lead them peaceably 
Into the wilderness for a space, to find 
'I'licir god and so become living men at last. 

SETi. .More favours, stimething new. What god is this.^ 

MOSES. '1‘hc inimitable patience who doesn’t yet 
Strike vou down. 

SETI. ] !c and I have somclhin^ in common 

If he has patience. My trust is Kgypt 
And the maturity of the world. 

.\K).SES. You know well enough invasion is pr<*bablc. 

Unrest is in and t)ut of d<jors, your southern half 

Splits fr«»m the north, the lords at your table 

.Arc looking down at their hands. .And llowing through all 

Is the miscr\' of mv bh>od. Let that be clean 
• # 

f irst, and then your tlesli mav heal. 

SETI. Enough, 

1 have nursed y«)U enough. Now dungeons can nurse yf>u. 
Your god can find v«)U behind the walls 
-And return vour reason when he will. 
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ANATH. Setif Are you sure? Will the surly half 
Of Egj’pt believe he was mad? 

®^'*^** Do you still play 

At being his mother ? 

ANATH. Do you think I do? 

RAMESES. There could have been some other way than this. 

Is only Israel present to you. 

As once it was only Egypt ? 

Are you still Moses ? Or who ? Who are you ? 

ANATH. Docs he know? 

SETi. A man without laws. 

.MOSES. What arc the laws? Tell me, you taker of lives! 

I am here by fury and the heart. Is that not 
A law'? I am here to appease the unconsummated 
Rcsourccicss dead, to join life to the living. 

Is that not underwritten by nature? Is that 
Not a law? Do not ask me why I do it! 

I live. I do this thing. I was born this action. 

Despite you, through you, upon you, 

1 am compelled. 

Jisiant loni* cracLhig soutui of thunder. .MOSES jerhs back 
his head to l/sten 

Are we overheard ? Behind 
The door that shuts us into life, there is 
An ear. .Am I given the power 
To do what I am? 

What says the infinite eavesdropper? 

[/ ro/n horizon to horizon the sky is beaten into thunder 


CURTAIN TO ACT ONE 
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ACT TWO 

SCENE ONE 

MlRiAM^S tcnty the evening of the same tiny, moses. aaron. 

MOSES. Look: I shall divide them 

Into tjroups a hundred or a hundred and fifn.’ strong, 

Each with a man to lead them, one they can trust. 

Such as this man you mention, Morshad— 

And the man I spoke with this evening. Put them down. 

AARON. Morshad and Zedeih. Yes, I have them. 

.MOSES. .And then 

This morning’s rioting, the man «ho started that. 

Whatever his name is. Will they listen to him again? 

[AARON goes to the tent-opening and looks out 

He made his move too early, some few days 
Too soon. 

AARON. I thought I felt the earth quiver. 

MOSES. What is he called ? 

AARON. The earth has moved. It stirred 

Like an animal. .Moses! 

.NtosES. 'I'he man has a name. Put him down. 

AARON. Something unnatural has come awake 
Which should have slept until time was finished. 

Listen! Did you hear a roar? A building 
I las collapsed. The dust is like a cloud, higher 
'Ihan the city. Will you sec? 
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MOSES. We have something more to do 

Than to listen to falling cities. 'I'he dust settle 
While \\c Hebrews die. Come on; give me the names. 

AARON. Why docs this mean nothing to you 
Why won’t you come and sec it ? 

MOSES. The names, the names. 

[.MIRIAM stunJs in the openings with a pitcher 

MIRIAM. All the water is blood. 

AARON. Miriam! What is happening to the city? 

MIRIAM. There’s no water, no water. Nothing but blood. 

AARON. 'Ihen my fear has foundation. The sun has set 
On truth altogether. 'I'hc evening’s a perjury! 

Let none of us be duped by it. 

MIRIAM. The water 

Is blood. The river floods it over the fields. 

The wells slink of it. 

AARON. W'hat arc you saying? 

^***^*-'^*- Go out then 

And see it yourself. I he men who were thirsty enough 
'I'o drink what came, are lying at the well-heads 
\’oniiting. 

What men ? Ours ? 


MOSES. 

.M I R lA.M. 


Kgyptians. 


Miriam, 


MOSES. 

What have you there ? 

MIRI.A.M. I filled my pitcher. W’c all 

filled our pitchers, everyone, in spite of— 
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Do you think it could happen to us? To them 
Perhaps, something might happen; to the others but not 
To ourselves. 

MOSES yiriugiui' /its hand out of the pitcher]. Not to ourselves. To 
the others. 

MiRiA.M. Your hand 

Has water on it! It is water! 

MOSES. I'rom which well 

Was this drawn ? 

MiRi \M. Our ow n. .Are we likely to use the Egyptians’ ? 

But I saw' it, we all saw it. 

\J0SF-S. 'I'he sun this last hour 

lias been that colour. Doesn’t it at evening 
I'all directly on our well ? 

MiRi.\.M. The sun ? Are we 

'I’alkintf about the sun? 'I'ell me I’m Ivintr 
And look at my feet. We slopped in blo(*d (h)(»ding 
From the Nile. I saw the Egyptians who drank it. 

MO.st:s. The Nile. 

The Egyptians! But this water came from our well 
Not theirs.—Was I wailing, .Aaron? I was waiting 
\V'iihout expectation. But surely, I already knew ? 

We with cur live bare finiters 

Have caused the strings of Ciod to souiul. 

Creation's mutcheatl is dissolving, .Aaron. 

Our lives are heintr lived into c<ur lives. 

W c are know n! 

MIRIAM. Do vou think it was \ou who made the Egyptians 

\ omit ? We may as well all be mad. 

W here Ls .Shendi ? 
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AARON. "WTiat *s this? 

Isn’t there confusion enough? Confusion I call it! 

A contradiction of what we have always known 
To be conclusive; an ugly and impossible 
Mistake in nature. And you, you of all men 
Accept it, identify yourself with it. It must be 
Ocnied. What has become of you since yesterday? 

Is it not possible still to be plain men 
Dealing with a plain situation ? Must we see 
\ isions ? "V ou \vere an unchallengeable leader once. 

That is the man I follow. A plain soldier. 

MiRiA.M. W'hcrc can Shendi be? 

MOSES. The plainest soldier is sworn to the ser\icc of riddles. 
Our strategy’ is written on strange eternal paper. 

W e may decide to advance this way or that way 

But we arc lifted forward by a wind 

And when it drops we see no more of the world. 

Shall we live in mysterj' and yet 

C.onduct ourselves as though everj'thing were known? 

11, in battle upon the sea, we fought 
As though on land, we should be more embroiled 
W ith water than the cnenty. Are we on sea 
Or land, would you say? 

AARON. iica ? I..and ? I'or pity’s sake 

Stay with rcalitv. 

MOSES. It I can penetrate 

J>o far. 

MIRIAM. Why hasn’t Shendi come home yet? It’s past his time. 
I Ic should have stayed here the rest of the day. 

Will you let me out of this intolerable night? 

Arc we going to stand here fur ever? 


Mother! 


SHENDI [in the tent-opening]. 

MIRIAM. Shendi, 

Has nothing happened to you ? Let me sec you and be 
Reassured. Were you harmed by what I saw ? 

SHENDI. What have you sccn.^ Nothing happened? Everything! 
We’ve stepped across to a new life. Where were we living ? 

It was the appearance^ of course^ the appearance of hell. 

Nothing like it at all, except in our minds, our poor 
Minds. I was going to make you try to guess. 

But such an idea could never come at a guess. 

They’ve made me an officer! 

MIRIAM. 1 don’t—understand what you mean. 

SHENDI. Your son! You sec? 

They’ve made him an officer. Like an Eg>-ptian officer. 

Like? I am one. Wc didn’t know, that was all. 

The world is perfectly fair, something to laugh at. 

The ridiculous difference between me this morning 
And now! They found I was better with head than hands. 

MIRIAM. Shendi, did you come by way of the wells? Did you see 
them ? 

SHENDI. I c.xpcct so. They say they’re diseased. Can you imagine 
How I felt when they took me by the arm and led me 
Apart from the other men ? I almost fought them. 

I knew 1 was going to be beaten— 

.MIRIAM. Shendi, stop! 

What are you saying ? 

SHENDI. Hell is done, done, 

Done with, over! 

MOSES. For you. 
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MIRIAM. They would never do it. 

But then tonight everj^thing is to be believed. 

Nothing has any truth and anything is true. 

SHENDi. I report at the officers’ quarters 
In half an hour. I’ll take some of my things 
Along with me now. Has the world always been known 
'1 o spring such wonders, do you think ? You’re to live with me, 
\Iothcr, do you understand.^ Follow on later 
.*\nd ask for the new officer. At the officers’ quarters. 

Have you something you can give me to wrap this linen in? 
I'he Fibyans have broken across the border and massacred 
Two companies of the border regiment. 

AARON. What? 

A massacre ? W’hen was this ? 

SHENDI. I don’t know when. 

Where have you put my razor? Ktiur hundred Fg>pti3ns 
Killed, they say. 'I'hcy talked as though 
I were already one of themselves. They say 
'I'here’s also a rumour of revolution in the south. 

A.^RON. .Moses, do you hear? 

SIIEN’DI. Where is mv razor? 

MIRIAM. There. 

Did you see the wcll.s ? I tion’t know what life’s doing. 

I don’t know how we’re to think. 

A.\KON. .Ambitiously. 

'I'hese incidents all march our wav. 'I'lic Kibvaiis 
Over the border—revolution—Time 
Is preparing fi>r us with a timclv unrest. 

We came to I'-g>pt at the perfect hour as it happens. 

SH END I. That’s enough of t.nlk like that! 
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MIRIAM. As it happens; 

If we knew what happens. Shendi an officer! 

Will this be what we w-ant, at last ? As the Nile 
Happens into blood. Shendi an officcr. 

SHENDi. And the officers* quarters, remember: comfort. 

MIRIAM. As massacre 

And revolution happens. As tomorrow 
Happens, whatever happens tomorrow. 

SHENDI. Come on, 

I must go. 

MOSES. Refuse this commission. 

SHENDI. What did you say? 

MOSES. Refuse this commission. 

MIRIAM. Refuse it? 


shendi. Listen to that! 

As my uncle happens, this is no surprise. 

Only one of the family must rise 

.■\nd glow in Egypt. The rest of us can keep 

Against the ground, and lose the whole damned world 

Because Moses prefers it. But in spite of that. 

In spite of that, generous brother of my mother. 

We hope to live a little. 


AARON. As who docs not? 

The Pharaoh, I quite sec, will have his motives. 

But we can outmovc motives to our advantage; 

And here surely is a kind of proffered hand. 

MIRIA.M. hy should he refuse? How could he refuse? 


SHENDI. 

Why he says it. It 
.^nd I have got it. 


It’s clear 

was he who came back for recognition 


E 
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MOSES. Make yourself live, then, Shcndi; 

But be sure it is life. The golden bear Success 
Hugs a man close to its heart; and breaks his bones. 

\\'hat have they said, these Eg^-ptians ? 

Come with us and we’ll treat you well. 

Not, come with us and we will treat 
You and your people well. 

AARON. They will come in time 

Even to say that. 

SIIENDI [/e MOSEs]. This sounds well 
Indeed, from you! 

MIRIAM. Shcndi is to be all 

That he can become—all; and I say so, 

I who made him. Am I to go on holding 
'I'hc guilt for his unhappiness when opportunity 
Offers to deliver me from it r Guilt it was. 

And damnation, for giving him birth. This will let me loose! 

SilENDt. Why do we listen to him? I know how to value 
The first fairness I’ve known. If vou think so little 
Of being alive, uncle, you will find they’re assembling 
Spears to flash on Libya. Why not make something 
Of that? The tradition is that, once upon a time. 

You didn’t know the meaning of apprehension 
Or fear—back in those days when it was you 
'They treated well. 

ANATH [in the t^-nt-openin^]. Docs he still not apprehend 
Or fear ? 

sitKNDi. Madam, madam— 

A NAT II. What arc you doing 

'I'o I^g>pt, Moses? 


MOSES. 


What have you come for? 
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You. 


ANATH. 

What arc you doing to Eg>-pt, Moses ? 

MOSES. What 

Is Eg>-pt doing to Egy'pt ? 

ANATII. Or Egypt to you. 

Come with me. I came by the old walks. 

What have I seen ? You shall come with me 
And see it and tell me, and see the men and women 
Hcwildcrcd in the doorways, for the name of their world 
Has changed from home to horror. And is this 
What you have in your heart for Eg)'pt ? Then favour me 
.\nd also have it in your eyes. 

MOSES. But why 

Do you come to me ? To whose blood has the Nile 
Turned ? It isn’t mine. Can it be the spilt blood 
Of Israelites that is flowing back on Eg>’pt ? 

Why come to me ? 

ANATH. He wants reason! Rationalize 

The full moon and the howling dog. I have less 
Inclination to be here than the dog has to howl. 

If you come with me to Seti, he’s ready to talk to you. 

MOSES. We’ve talked already. 

ANATH. He'll let you take your Hebrews 

To make their worship, or w hatever you want of them. 

On some conditions which he’ll tell you. 

AARON. Good. 

Events arc moving. 

MOSES. If Seti is so ready. 

Why did you make the walk through the ominous evening 
'i'o remind me that I’m in Eg>-pt ? 
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ANATH. Because he is sitting 

Pressing his thumbs together, wedged inactive 
In between his decision and pride. What it is 
To have to do with men! They live too large. 

I’m ready to take you. 

MOSES. I’ll go. 

AARON. This will be a great day for Israel. 

MIRIAM. My son has been made an officer. 

ANATH. I shall be glad 

Not to be alone this time, with the earth 
Wavering to a hint of doom. I suppose 

There have to be powers of darkness, but they should keep 
To the rules, 'fhe sky is lighter. The worst may be over. 

.MOSES. .Aaron, you will come too. 

AARON. It has been easier 

Than I .should have thought possible this morning. 

(£‘Ae««/ ANATH, MOSES, and AARON 

SHENDi. What is thi-s business the Pharaoh has with my uncle 

MIRIAM. I mustn’t think of Moses. Manv things 

I must be sure to keep my thoughts quite away from. 

\\ hat is it we have t<» do? A dark mind 
And he has followed that w«>man. 

SiiENOi. Will he try to stop my commission going through? 

MIRIAM. No, no, he's forgotten it. 

SHENDI. W’hat docs he matter, then? 

I’m an officer? 

MIRIAM. I low could the water be blood, vShendi? 

SHENDI. What? 
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MIRIAM. I’ll put your things together for you. 

How grand we shall be! 

CURTAIN 


SCENE TWO 

A room in the Palace. SETI. anath. 

ANATU. Keep the window covered, Seti. The terrace 
Crackles with dying locusts. I looked out. 

I seemed to look within, on to myself, 

W’hen I stood there and looked out over EgN’pt. 

The face of all this land Ls turned to the wall. 

I looked out, and when I looked to the north I saw’ 
Instead of quiet cattle, glutted jackals. 

Not trees and pasture but vulture-bearing boughs 
And fields which had been sown with hail. And looking 
To the south I saw, like falling ashes after fire. 

Death after thirst, death after hunger, death 
After disease. -And when I looked to the east 
I saw’ an old woman ridding herself of lice; 

And to the west, a man who had no meaning 
Pushing thigh-deep through drifts of locusts. 

SETI. Well; these things are finished. 

ANATH. -And what happens 

Now ? What will you do w hen the mourners have done 
\\'ailing, and men look across the havoc of their fields 
And the bones of their cattle and say: You did this, 
WTiat happens now' 
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SETi. Why am I to be blamed 

For all the elemental poisons that come up fungoid 
Out of the damps and shadows which our existence 
Moves in ? Can I put peace into the furious 
God-epilepsy of eartliquakc and eruption ? 

What am I but one of those you pity ? 

ANATH. You tricked him, you tricked Moses, and not once 
But seven times. First when I, against 
All my self-warning, approached the unapproachable 
And brought him to you. IDidn’t you make him promises 
'i'hcn, and break them And that night your promises 
Plagued our cars ^^ith a croaking mockcr>'. 

With an unceasing frog-echo of those words 
W’hich had meant nothing; with a plague of frogs! 

A second time you made promises, and a third time 
.And a fourth: seven times vou've brf>kcn them 
\\’hilc the stews of creation had their way with Egj'pt. 

stTi. You say this, concoct this legend; you have become 
Infected with the venom that’s against me. 

ANATII. No, I’ve no venom. I’ve no more efficacy 
Xhan a fishwife who has been made to breed against 
Her will; and so I’m shrill and desperate. 

No power against misery! 'Fhat’s what our lives add up to. 
(.)ur spacious affability, our subtle intelligence. 

Our delicate consciousness of worlds beyond the w<»rld. 
Our persuasive dignity when sacrificing to the gods, 

C^ur bodies and our brains can all become 
Slutted with lice between afternoon and evening. 

A'ou tricked hint a second time, and that is what 
You saw; sweet made foul. And then the third time 
.And we became the dungheap, the lusted of flics. 

The desirable excretion. Our pleasantness was flyblown. 
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SETI. I’ve suffered this once with Egj’pt— 

ANATH. You tricked Moses. 

And what has come of it I would bring back to you 
Until pity came out of you like blood to the knife. 
Remembering how disease swept all the cattle. 

How we could not sleep for intolerable lowing 
Till daylight rounded up the herds of wolftorn 
Death. You tricked him, and that feculent moment 
Filthicd our blood and made of us a nation 
Loathsome with boils. You had stirred up the muck 
Which the sweet gods thought fit to make us of 
When they first formed man, the primal putrescence 
Wc keep hidden under our thin dress of health. 

What a pretty world, this world of filthmadc kings! 

When, after the sixth time, the hail came down, 

I laughed. The hail was hard, metallic, cold 
And clean, beating on us with the ferocity 
Of brainbright anger. As cut diamonds, clean. 

Clean, and fit to be beaten down by. When 

It stamped out the gardens and cracked the skulls of birds 

It bruised away the memory of vermin 

And struck our faces fairly. If then, if only 

Then our consciousness had gone dean out. 

Or if then you had let these Israelites go with Moses, 

Wc should not now so vainly 

Shuflle our fingers in the dust to find 

The name we once were known by. Hut you tricked 

For the scs’enih time, and then the curse of the locusts 

Strangled the whole air, the whole earth. 

Devoured the last leaf of the old life 

That wc had sometime lived. The land is naked 

To the bone, and men are naked beyond the bone, 
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Down to the barest nakedness which until now 
Hope kept covered up. Now climb and sit 
On the throne of this reality, and be 
A king. 

SETl. Anath! These places were not my doing 

And you know they were not. No man would say I caused them. 

Only a woman with her mind hung 

With a curtain of superstition would say so. 

ANATU. I admit it. 

I am superstitious. I have my terrors. 

We arc bom too inexplicably out 

Of one night’s pleasure, and have too little security: 

No more than a beating heart to keep us probable. 

There must be other probabilities. 

^ ou tricked Moses after I had gone myself 

'I'o bring him to you, and what followed followed. 

SF-Ti. It is true I made certain concessions to Moses 
And reconsidered them. I was prepared 
'I'o let him have his way, if in return 
He would use his great abilities to our advantage. 

Hut am I to have no kind of surety 

'I'hat he’ll return, after this godhunt of his.^ 

I said to him lake the men but their wives and children 
Must remain. An<i then I went further: I told him to take 
Hoth men and women, but tljc children ntust stav. .And at last 
I only insisted on their cattle, since our cattle 
Were dead. I’ll not be panicked by this chain 
Of black coincidence, which he with his genius 
For generalship has taken advantage of. 

1 Ic presumes upon the eternal because he has 
No power to strike his bargain. 1 have not done 
'I'hcsc things to Egypt. I’ll not hear it be said. 
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ANATH. Well, they’re done. Blame has no value anyway. 
There’s not one of us whose life doesn’t make mischief 
Somewhere. Now after all you’ve had to give in. 

At last, this morning, he has carried the day. 

We must calculate again, calculate without Moses. 

I picked unhappy days in those girlhood rushes. 

But at least we can sweep away the locusts. 

SETi. How carried the day.’ It is he 

Who must calculate again. You understand 
There will be no postponement of Ramcscs’ marriage; 
We can look forward to that, and the happy outcome 
Of my careful policy. 

ANATii. W’hat do you mean? 

Moses by now has called the assembly of the Hebrews. 
By now Eg>'pt has heard the news. Moses 
1 las taken policy out of your hands. 

SETI. I sent 

Word after him. 

ANATH. Seti! What word did you send? 

What have you done ? 


SETI. I have only been careful 

To protect your future. Even before Moses 
Had gone three steps from the palace there came the new 
Of another defeat. Fate has taken a hammer 
To chip and chip at our confidence. 

But while I still have Moses to come at my call 
I have not lost him. .And while he needs my help 
He will continue to come. .And when he is tired— 

We’ll make a bargain. 



ANATH. All this, then, over again. 

You’re mad. It isn’t wc who make the bargains 

In this life, but chance and time. I tell you it’s madness! 

Enter rameses 

RAMESES. Father, 

Is it true you’ve withdrawn your latest promise to Moses ? 

SETi. Whatever 1 have done or not done isn’t to be said 
In a sentence. 

RAMESES. They say it’s true. Wherever I have gone 

Dank rumour has been rising off the pavements, chilling 
Into the heart of the people: ‘Pharaoh has refused 
Moses again. W’hat new disastrous day 
Is coming.'* I tell you I’ve been out walking 
Under the burning windows of the people’s eyes. 

You’ve stood fast long enough. Let Moses lake 
The I Icbrews. 

SETI. So you als<» arc afraid of magic 

And believe that this tall Moses can make a business 
Out of curses.^ Do you suppose if I surrendered to him 
'I'herc \\<>uld be any less roaring in the wind 
Or less infection in disease ? Whv 
.‘Xren't you beside me like another man. 

Instead of so fretting me with nursery- behaviour 
That I could strike you ? I made life in vour mother 
'I'o hand me strength when I should need it. That life 
Was you. I made you exactly for this time 
•Anil I finil you screeching to c.scape it. 

RAMESES. I have been 

'I'hrough streets that no men should have to walk in. 

You must let tlie l lcbrc\>s go. Father, you must! 

SETI. Yt>u know nothing, you little fool, nothing! Govern 
IJv vour idioev when I am dead. 
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RAMESES. What 

Will you leave for me to govern, or what by then 
Shall I have become, what figure of faded purple 
Who clears his throat on an unimportant throne ? 

I am to you only the boy who comes 

To the door to say goodnight on his way to bed. 

It’s you who invite the future but it’s I 
^\■ho have to entertain it, remember that. 

What is expedience for you may become 

Dark experience for me. And these last weeks 

I've heard the future’s loping footfall, as plague 

Came after plague, and I knew the steps 

Were not passing but approaching. You 

Were persuading them. They came each time a little 

Nearer, and each time closer to me. 

Keep your word to .Moses. Det him take them. 

SETI. I tell you it isn’t possible. 

RA.MESES. Then get 

Yourself another heir, and make him eat 
Your black bread of policy. Marry yourself 
To this girl from Syria. My plans arc different. 

SETI. Your plans are difl’erent! You insolent cub, you spoiled 
Insolent cub! And so your plans are different.’ 

You’ve already made your plans! 

RAMESES. Wait. What 

Was that noise.’ 

ANATH. The old familiar. .\ man crying out. 

What difference is one man’s groaning more or less ’ 

RAMESES [/ool’ifig front the terrace\. Oh horrible! What Ls it that 
makes men 

-A^nd makes them like this man? Abortions of nature. 

It is true what they said. 
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ANATH. 


WTiat is true ? 

RAMESES. What the other officers said, what I thought they spread 
About out of malice: that Shendi outstruLs them all, 

Drives the Hebrews harder than any Eg>ptian 
Drives them, hits them down with a readier fist. 

And smiles and thrives under the admiration 
Of the overseers. Go out on the terrace if you doubt me 
And see him, Shendi, the son of Miriam, a Jew 
Beating a Jew. 

SETI. So perhaps at last. 

So perhaps at last you will have seen 

I'hat what you thought was child’s play, black and white, 

Is a problem of many sides. And you will kindly 
Wait and learn. This fellow does the work 
Which you yourself suggested he should do 
And docs it conscientiously, without sentiment. 

RAMESES. I suggested he should do it. Yes. 

I put the whip in his hand. 1 raised that arm. 

I struck that Jew. I did it. 1 did not know 
How the things we do, take their own life after 
'fhey arc done, how they can twist themselves 
Into foul shapes. I can now see better 
I'hc deathly ground we live on. Yes, all right, 

I have surrendered. Whatever happens will happen 
W ithoul me. I’ve finisheil meddling. 

ANATH. Ramc.scs! 

Of all the Jews one Jew has done this. 

RAMESES. It might be 

A thousand instead of one. 

ANATH. Ramoses, only 

One Jew ! 
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SETi. Would you even encourage the traitor 
In my son, because of your fear of this Moses ? 

ANATH. Yes, 

I would make him rebellious, and if I could I would make 
Every limb of your body rebellious; 

I*d paralyse that pride which sends us packing 
Into a daily purgatory of apprehension. 

SETI. Turn yourselves all against me. 

I stand now living and breathing only to protect 
This countiy’ from disintegration. 

ANATH. Oh 

The gods, how we fumble between right and wrong, 
Between our salvation and our overthrow. 

Like drunk men with a key in the dark who stand 
At the right door but cannot get out of the cold. 

May the moment of accident bless us. 

RAMESES. I shall not 

Rebel again. That will be one trouble less. 

SETI. Stand beside me. We’re almost of equal height 
And may yet come to be of equal mind; 

And if that is so, one of us will find 
The way of escape out of this distress 
Of ours, either you or I. 

Enter KEF, a AMnhter to the Pharaoh 

My lord Pharaoh. 

SETI. News; come on. 

Better to hear it alone. 

SETI. Bad news. Well, let’s have it. Catastrophe 
Is no longer my secret. Let us have it all. 
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KEF. My lord— 

SETi. Go on> go on. 

A report that the Libyans 
Have annihilated the reinforcing fifth 
Division. 

SETi. It is impossible. 

They were surrounded 
And surprised. Only six men got through. 

SETI. Six men. 

RAMESES. Six men. 

SETI. They load me to the last inch. 

Enter teusret 


TEUSRET. Moses has come 

Again. I saw him walking like a lion 
Behind bars, up and down in your battered garden, 

Ramescs. 'I'hc sentries had tried to hold him 

But he broke through their spears as though he didn't see them. 
He looked at me, his eyes the colour of anger; 

He looked at me and gripped a mulberi^'-bough 
And broke it, and said Go to your father, fetch me 
Your father. 

SETI. He can walk longer and break more boughs. 

He shall wait, and find that Eg>-pt is hard ground 
Under his lion’s \\alk. [To kefJ Go out to the overseers 
And tell them to tighten discipline, to give 
No rest to those Hebrews, not to let man, woman 
Or child straighten their backs while they still stand. 

I shall nut see him until I choose; and, when 
I choose, for his people’s sake, he'll do what I need. 

Sec this done. 
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ANATH. Sell, take care; take care 

What you do. 

SETl. Let \loses think again what behaviour 

Is best, best to save his people. [Exit 

TEUSRET. Rameses, 

What is it ? Why arc you so silent ? Are you afraid 
As well ? Arc you afraid ? Are you, Rameses > 

RAMESES. Why should I be ? The sweet part of the world’s 
All over, but that's nothing. It had to go. 

My mind had lutes and harps and nodding musicians 

Who drowned my days with their casual tunes. They have been 

Paid off by this honest hour. And now 1 hear 

My voice raised in deathly quiet. It’s insufferable 

That my voice, without the accompaniment of good fortune. 

Should be so out of key, so faltering, 

So cracking with puberty.—Aunt Anath, 

What’s the meaning of my manhood, to be found 
So helpless, to be so helpless: what is there to do 
W'hich I could do and haven’t yet seen ? 

ANATH. We’re no longer alone. 

[.MOSES stands in the doorway 

TEUSRET. Look, Rameses. 

MOSES. Where is Seti ? 

ANATH. He will not see you. 

.MOSES, When will he learn ? When, 

When, when will he learn We have agonbied 
I his land with anger for too many days. 

ANATH. You 

And he together. No birth is worth this labour. 
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MOSES. For three hundred j ears the pangs of this coming deliver¬ 
ance 

Have been suffered by my people, while Egypt played. 

But now Egj-pt suffers, and she says 
This is a new hell. But hell is old; 

And you yourself sitting in sunlight 
Embroidered on it with your needle. Hell 
Is old, but until now 
It fed on other women, that is all. 

ANATH. And all Ls the innocent as well as the guilt>’; 

All is the small farmer and the singing fisherman 
And the wife who sweeps; tomorrow’s boy as well 
As yesterday’s. All these, while Seti twists 
'1*0 have his way, must go to your fire like sticks. 

RAMESES [looking from the terrace\. The gods help them now! The 
gods help those Hebrews! 

MOSES. It must be one people or another, your people 
Or mine. You appeal to Moses, 

But Moses is now only a name and an obedience. 

It is the God of the Hebrews, a vigour moving 
In a great .shadow, who draws the bow’ 

Of his mystery, to loose this punishing arrow 
Feathered with my fate; he who in his hour 
Broke the irreparable dam which kept his thought. 

Released the cataract <»f birth and death 
To storm across time and the world; 

1 Ic w ho in his morning 

Drew open the furious petals of the sun; 

He who through his iron fingers 
l.ets all go, lets all waste and go, 

F.xcept, dearly retained in his p.nim, the soul: 
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He, the God of my living, the God of the Hebrews, 

Has stooped beside Israel 

And wept my life like a tear of passion 

On to the iniquity of Egj’pt. 

ANATH. So the great general steps down to captaincy. 

I wonder. Does this god use you 
Or do you use this god ? What is this divinity 
W’hich with no more dexterity than a man 
Rips up good things to make a different kind 
Of good > For any god’s sake, if you came here 
To get justice, also give justice. 

In this mood the lot goes headlong. 

MOSES. Head long! 

And our memories too. And our hands which once 
Knew how to come together, must now for ever 
Hide themselves in our dress. We are utterly separate. 

RA.MESES. Look at the sky? A sea of cloud, blind-black. 
Is pouring on to the beaches of the sun! 

TEUSRET. Oh, it will swamp the sailing of the air! 

The sky will be gone frtim us, it’s taking the sky! 
What shall we do ? 

anath. Hush,'I'eusret. 


I / he sla^e groips tlark 

MOSE.S. Seti 

May see better without the light of day. 

The hand of God has gone across his eyes 
And closed all life upon itself. Lgj-pt 

Goes inward, by a gate which shuts more heavily than sunset, 

[65 J 



Leaving man alone with his baffled brain. 

Only Scti can let the sun free again. 

ANATH. It is here! The darkness! 

MOSES. Tell him, tell Seti 

That I wait for his answer. 

CURTAIN TO ACT TWO 
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ACT THREE 

SCENE ONE 

StlRlAM*S fent at night. AARON. £nter MJRIAM. 

AARON. Ever>'thing has been done, I think. I have daubed 
The lamb’s blood three times over the entry 
And all that remained of the meat has been burned.— 

Miriam! You; not Moscs! What do you want 
Here at close on midnight ? 

MIRIAM. Must 1 want something 

To come into my own tent ? 

AARON. Tell me; what is it.^ 

There *s no time left. Has the news got past our silence ? 

Do they know? That’s why you’ve come in the night. The 
Eg>ptians 

Arc one ahead of us! 

MIRIAM. News? I’ve got no news. 

Is there any news at midnight? I've come to sleep. 

AARON. Why not sleep, as you did, in the city with Shendi ? 

MIRIAM. Do I have to be caicchized in my own tent? 

If you want to ferret in unlightcd places 
Penetrate into the mind of Moses, and let me 
Sleep. 

AARON. Ilis mind will be our hislorj' 

Hcforc the morning. Whatever is about to happen— 

I cannot doubt that stimething is about to happen— 

Will divulge him to us at last. I have become 
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Almost docile to his darkness. By what providence 
I wonder, did you come back ? There was no way 
Of getting word to you, but you came, thank God. 

Whatever is wrong for you, to make you walk 
So far to sleep, this midnight of Moses 
(I call it to myself hus midnight) will clarify 
Into right. 

MIRIAM. WVong things and right things! 

So you still talk of those, those things that are catches 

To make us lose heart. Take evil by the tail 

And you find you are holding good hcad-downwards. 

I-ct me go to sleep. 

AARON. Something that Shendi has done 

Has brought you back. 

MIRIAM. Shendi, Shendi to blame! 

I'o you Shendi is always blameablc. 

Because at last he can have ambitions, 

Bccau.se he's ripping up the bare boards 

His boyhood lay on, to make himself a fire 

W'hich will warm his manhood, we turn on him—ves, 

I also, as much as you—I stormed so. 

I ? 1 he right tc» blantc him.^ The wrong to have borne him 
1 o chat childhood. Why sh«*uldn’t he be finished with the lot of 
us ? 

AARON. So he turned you out; he sent you away. 

-MIRIAM. I left him. 

1 came away from him. I couldn’t watch him 
l.ive what is n«iw his life. 

AARON. I won’t think of him. 

MIRIA.M. He’ll succeed without vour thouuhts. 

AARON. Kook at me, Miriam. 
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MIRIAM. You*rc going away. 

AARON. And so is all Israel. 

We all have staves in our hands and our feet shod 
For travelling; Moses* orders. He also gave 
Other orders; they were vcr>’ curious. 

We have all had to cat lambs* flesh, seasoned 
With bitter herbs. As I see it, Miriam, 

That is his characteristic way of achieving 
Unity among us, before the event. 

That we should all fill this waiting time by doing 
The same thing, however trivial. And then 
We have splashed the blood three times over the doorways. 
That is quite inexplicable. It is dr>ing in the night air. 

At this moment, while 1 speak. What happens, I ask myself. 
When it is dry.? It means our freedom. He has told me so. 
'I'onight we*rc to go free. .And w hen I look at him 
I have to permit myself a wonderful hope. 

MIRIAM. He came back from Midian a madman. 

AARON, liis madness seems to be a kind of extended sanitv. 

But he tells me nothing, nothing is discussed or planned 

Even with me, his lieutenant. And this closeness 

1 las hurt me, I won’t tty to deny it. .And yet 

He has me by the scruff of the heart and I ask 

No questions. I’ve begun to believe that the reasonable 

Is an invention of man, altogether in opposition 

To the facts of creation, though I w ish it hadn’t 

Occurred to me. I’ve been with Moses, watching 

Mow in tent after lent he manipulated 

Man upon man into consciousness. 'I'hough perhaps 

T hey don t know of w hat they’re conscious, any more than I do 

Except of the night; of the night, Miriam! I would swear 

1 he night is dedicated to our cause. 
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You must have seen it: there’s such a brightness. 

Such a swingeing stillness, the sky has transfixed itself; 

As though it hung with everj' vigorous star 
On some action to be done before daybreak. 

Enter shendi 

SHENDI. Why must he be here? 

I have something to say to you, mother. 

.MIRIAM. Not any more 

Tonight; nothing more said tonight. Go back 
To> our bed. 

.SHENDI. Yes, you must listen! 

AARON. Listen to your tongue 

Or your brotherly whip? 

MIRIAM. He knows already what we feel. 

Now let him alone. 

SHENDI. Let him think what he likes. I have come 

'I'o you, not to him. We’ve taken so long to get 
W'hat at last we have: why must you spoil it? I know; 

It was ihc spate of our tempers, gone again now. 

If you go away from me, more than half the triumph 
Is lost. You haven’t been my mother fur nothing. 

I mean to see you happy. 

MIRIAM. I shall stay alone. 

SHENDI. Oh, it ’s fantastic. What did you e.xpcct 
Mv work to be? And how can we be scrupulous 
In a life which, from birth onwards, is so determined 
'I'o wring us dry of any serenity at all? 

MIRIAM. You must do as you must. 

AARON. Hut in the morning 

Me mav wislt he had chosen otherwise. 
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SHENDi. What do you mean? 

Let me hear what you mean by that. Have you 

And your brother done some dirtiness against me 

To put me wrong with the Pharaoh ? I know you’d founder me 

If you had the chance- 

Enter moses 

MOSES. Get ready, Miriam. And you, 

Shendi. Get together all that you value. 

You won't come to this tent again. 

MIRIAM. Get ready? 

All that I value? W'hat would that be, I wonder? 

Tell your delirium to be precise. 

AARON. This midnight is his. For pin-’s sake believe it, 

Aiiriam. Then all our wills resolved into 
One Will- 

SiiENDi. HLs, of course! The stupendous mischief 

Of the man! I beg your pardon if he no longer 
Rates himself as a man after living through 
The pestilences as though he owned them. 

You can blame him, not me, for the punishment 
I give the labourers. He makes them undisciplined 
W'ith his raving of freedom which they’ll never get. 

It’s he, not I, who knits the darker and darker 
Frowns for Pharaoh—it’s he who's the one for you 
To abominate, if anybody. 

MOSES. Be ready for journey. 

The time is prepared for us. W'hat we were is sinking 
Under the disposition of what w ill be. 

I-ct it so dispose; let us not fondle our wrongs 
Because they’re familiar. Now, as Ujc night turns, 
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A different life, pitched above our experience 
Or imagining, is moving about its business. 

'I'onight—Aaron, Miriam, Shendi—our slavery 
\\'ill be gone. 

AARON. Do you hear what he says? 

MIRIAM. What is he hiding? 

There’s something he knows. 

Something known by the night; 


AARON. 

That was how it felt to me 
MIRIAM. 


W’hat is it you know ? 

MO.SF.S. 

Of G<id. It comes; after all, it comes. It made 
The crucial interchange <jf earth with everlasting; 
Found and parted the stone lips of this 
Eg>’ptian t%>ilight in the speech of souls, 

Moulding the air of all the world, and desiring 
Into that shell of shadow, a man's mind— 

Into my own. 

A.\RON. \\ hat was told ? What was said ? 


The sound 


.siiKNDi. Oh, leave them 

To excite each other. I’m going if vou’re not. 

MOSK.S. Stav where you arc. Do you denv voice 

'fo that power, the whirlcr of suns and ntoons, when even 
Dust can speak, as it docs in Mt»ses now? 

It comes. 

.And by the welding <»f what loved me and what harmed me, 

I have been brouglit to that stature which has heard. 

'I'onight, at midnight, 

CitJil will unfasten the hawk of death from his 
Grave wrist, to let it rake our world, 
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Descend and obliterate the firstborn of Eg> pt, 

All the firstborn, cattle. Hocks, and men: 

Mortality lunging in the midnight fields 

And briding in the beds: a sombre visit 

Such as no nation has known before. Upon 

All Eg>'pt! Only we who have the darkness 

Here in our blood, under the symbol of blood 

Over our doors, only we of Israel 

Standing ready for the morning will be unvisited. 

AARON. So this is what you know. 

SHENDl. What he wants, what he fondly 

Imagines. Why did 1 follow you here 
To get drawn into this? 'I'hat fox has his tail on fire 
And someone should know about it. For the last time. 

Arc you coming ? 

.MIRIAM. Don’t go back—not just 

Within a pace of this midnight. 

SHENDl. I can see 

What’s been thought out between y<iu. Now that you have me, 
You think you’ll keep me: here, dropped back in the pit. 

What chance of it! Must I tell you that I’m an Eg>ptian ? 

.An Egyptian! I’m an Eg>ptian! 

AARON. Mind what you say, Shendi! 

Remember the midnight promised to us. 

Which is almost here! No doubt the timing ol God 

Will be extremely exact. And docs nothing, no presentiment. 

Creep on the heart of Pharaoh at this moment ? 

MOSES. Aaron! 

AARON. I wonder, docs nothing make him fetch his firstborn 
Beside him- 
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MOSES. Aaron? 

Do you see the ambush I have blundered into? 

I heard God, as though hearing were understanding. 

Bur he kept his hands hidden from me. He spoke. 

But while he spoke he pointed. Aaron, he pointed 
At Rameses, and I couldn’t see? 

AARON. The boy 

Pays for the father. 

MOSES. Why had I not thought of him?— 

s were slaughtered I was spared for Israel. 
.Surely I who have been the go-between for God 
Can keep one firstborn living now for Eg>-pt? 

AARON. Is this how you fought your other wars? 

'I'here were boys then who put 
Eager toes into fatal stirrups, who were young 
And out of life altogether in the same 
Almighty and unthinkable moment. You learnt 
'I'hen to grieve and advance, uninterrupted. 

And so it Itas to be now. 

MOSES. I-r)ok what it is, 

Ciod is putting me back w ith the assassins. 

Is that how he sees me? I killed an Egyptian 
And buried him in the sand. Does one ileed then 
Become our imm«irtal shape? And Eg>pt? Egypt? 
lie was meant for Egypt. .Aaron, 

You arc here in my place xintil I come again. 

Keep Shendi with you. 

.A.XRON. Where arc you going? 

Eto.SES. Keep Shendi with you. 
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AARON. He is in a space somewhere between 
The human and inhuman. That’s a terrible 
Neighbourhood. 

SHENDI. Did you sec how he looked ? He believes 

What he said. 

MIRIAM. Shut us in. He has gone. 

Can’t we forget the man ? 

SHENDI. I won’t stay here! 

Thank goodness I can go where things are healthier. 

AARON. It’s midnight. 

Wasn’t that the winding of the city’s horn» 

The sound of twelve } 1 think so. 1 have to delay you, 

Shendi. 

SHENDI [at the teut-openhtg\. Nobody will delay me. 

.MIRIAM. Stay in the tent! 

AARON. The hour may go past and leave us knowing 
It was unremarkable. But wait till the light, 

W'ait, Shendi, keep yourself unseen 
By that inquisition of stars out there. 

Wait for Moses to return. 

SHENDI. Who? 

MIRIAM. What is it? What have you seen? 

SHENDI. I’ve lost the ciiy, 

I can’t reach it! You trapped me! 

.MIRIAM. What do you sec? 

SHENDI. The sand is rising and living! 

Is an invisible nation going through to the north? 

Or what is it the sand can feel ? I can’t go back, 

God, God, I can’t go! 
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MIRIAM. Come inside, 

Shendi, come into the tent. 

AARON. Happening, 

You see, happening. Why tiy to go back.> 

SHENDI. Some of the men will still be awake. We could light 
1 he lights in the barrack-room. If only some of them 
\\ould come out to look for me! C^n you hear it, the noise. 
The rending apart and shuddering-to of wings? 

Where can I get away from this? Nowhere 
Except into the ground. 

MIRIAM. Shendi, here, in the tent. 

In the tent; it will pass the tent. 

AARON hhu /«]. Arc you trying to die? 

SHENDI. Let me go, death; death, let me go! 

AARON. 

Not death. 


SHhNJ>l. It isn't only you. 

The wings were right over me and I was wrenched bv a hand 
I hat came spinning out of them. I’ll not be sent into a grave. 

I II be what 1 was. I am Shendi, a Jew. 

I low can my blood alter and make me Eg\'piian ? 

I only wanted to be free! [//<• tears ojj the i:gjf>tian uttiform 
Look: Egypt comes away—it\ no part of me. 

It’s easily olf. This body is all I am— 

It is Shendi, the Jew, Shendi, Shendi, a Jew, 

Jew ! Isn’t it so? 'I'hcn why am I dying? 


MIR I .A .M. ^ ou arc not, Shendi; it ’s gone past us. 
more. 


'Ehcre’s nothing 


.AAR()N. Look, yj)u’re with us. 
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SllENDi. Only free to die? 

This wasn’t a world. It was death from the beginning. 

Here’s my name, without a man to it. My name! 

Let me go. It’s a chance! I’ll make them see me. Wings, 

\_IIe breaks away into the tiark 

Shadows, eagles! I am Shendi, Shendi, the Jew! 

I am Shendi the Jew! Shendi the Jew! 

MiRi.^M. Shendi! 

He has gone behind the sand. Son! [5"/;^ runs into the Jark 

AARON. The night 

Of deliverance. Ttmight we all go free. 

And Miriam too. He said she would go free. 

[The voice of MIRIAM is beard crying out her last desperate 
* Shendi r 
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SCENE TWO 
The Palace, anath. teu.sret 

ANATii. How the stars have taken possession of the sky tonight. 

TEU.SRET. Occasion, dear Aunt. Phipa is coming. 

The magnitude <iui Syria. 

anath. 'I'omorrow. 

TEUSRET. No; now they say tonight, very soon. 

For Ramescs. Messengers were here 
Half an hour ago, sweating in the cool yard. 

She’s already at llahiroth, >\ith her romantic nature 
Plying the spurs, and waking all the villages 
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Wiih the interminable jingle-jangle of what father calls 
Her considerable means. Wc shall sec her tonight. 

ANATll. How do we welcome her? Nothing has been said 
To me. 


TKUSRLT. Who says anj-thing in this palace now 
Except good morning or good night ? Father 
Waits for each moment to come and touch him 
And then it has gone before he can use it. 


ANATll. 

Have a hard welcome for this girl from Sy 


And 3 ‘ou 
ria. 


TF.USRET. No; I’m prajing her here, for all our sakes. 
She will bring solid and gaj- Syria 
'I'o chase away the fiends. 


Enter SETI 


Who is that ? 

SETI. I. Is there something to be seen.' 

ANATll. Wc’rc watching the dark for bridles. 

■fr.vsRKT. And the dark 

Watches us. I know you dislike me to be afraid of it. 

.^rc wc all to meet her in the jumping shadows, 

Aunts, owls, llamc, sisters and all.’ 

C^r will she gti ({uicrly to bed and wait for tomorrow.’ 

SETI. 1 onight. She must dismount into a light 

Of welcome. W here’s your br<ithcr.’ . . . Turn this wa\’; 

.Arc you handsome? Well, the years of my life 

C-onveyed in a woman, perhaps .safcK'. Remember to love me 

For everything you become, particularly 

For the worship of the male sunrise which will stand 

Over vour maiuritv. 
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What is it, father? 


TEUSRET. 

What is it ? 

SETI. How many thousand thousand years 

Are being nursed in your body, my young daughter? 

And under a secure lock, away from the eyes. 

TEUSRET. What eyes? 

SETI. The envy; confusion. 

Where’s Rameses? 

TEUSRET. In bed. 

SETI. He can go to bed tomorrow. 

ANATH. Precious heart. 

That was a wild cr>* that ripped the darkness 
From somewhere down in the city. 

SETI. He will have dreams in plenty after tonight; 

l*m giving them to him with both my hands. Where is he? 
Fetch him. 

RAMESES [in the Joorn>ay\. I am here, sir. 

SETI. You’re the Pharaoh. 

ANATll. Sell! 

SETI. You have slept into a throne and an empire 

While time has begun to heap age over me 
With a bony spade, to make me like tlie rest, 

Rameses, like the poor rest. 

RAMESES. Has Syria come? 

ANATll. Tell the boy what you mean: and me. 

What are you pulling down now ? 

SKTi. Mvself. 

It seems that I have grown too tall 

And keep out the sun. I overbranch the light. 
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I am giving you the throne, Ramoses 
It gives itself. The wind has hurled it under you 
A biting wind, the hatred that has turned me 
Into decay and grub in my own garden. 

You may have luckier hands. You have at least 
Hands less calloused with enemies. You will be able 
To hold the sceptre perhaps without such pain. 

Anath. Abdication! 


KAAtESE.s. Is that what you mean.? The throne? 

SETi. This Ls how we distract them: under my seal 

Affixed in the morning. Moses shall ha%'e the permis.sion 
He has raged for; and then, with the sun somewhat higher, 
Under my hnal seal you shall take Eg>pt. 

I drow n myself in my own wave; I am not. 

Hut I am always. .And when they come, the factions, 

1 he w horers and devourers, roaring over 
The rocks of the dynasty, they’ll only find 
Perpetual Egypt. 


\MESF.s. I’m to inherit the kingdom 

Of desperate measures, to be not a self 

But a glove disguising your hand. Is there nowhere 

Where I can come upon my own shape 

Between these »»verhearing ends of Kg> pt ? 

Where am I to Knik for life? 


' * *• What else 

Am I shaking over you but a wealth of life? 

Do you comprehend, this kind, the bright wrists 
Of the world on which the centuries arc bracelets. 
Is yours? And the heart of beauty out «»f Syria, 
leusrei, watch: is there anything to be seen? 

.Any sound yet.?—.Stupiditv, what wouhl you have? 
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Love is the dominant of life, to which all our changes 
Of key are subdued in the end. You will be able 
To wander the winding and coitous passages 
Of the heart, and be more than you could have prophesied 
For yourself. 

TEUSRET. Listen, listen! 

SETI. Is it the girl? 

TEUSRET. No, listen! 


ANATH. A tortured gale, a gale 

Of erjing moving through the streets. 

TEUSRET. Listen! 

It’s the noise of breaking lives. 

What is it now? 

RAMESES. What is it. Darkness? Why are you coming now? 
For \%hom this time? 


AN'.\TH. 


Oh, make the city silent! 


TEUSRET. Someone's coming: a shadow, a man. 
Leaping for the terrace. 


R AMESES. 


Let it come to me. 


If I’m to have Egypt I’ll have its ireacher\-, too. 

Keep away from the window. Who goes there? .Stand. 
Who goes there ? Who is it ? 


[.MOSES comes breathlessly on to the terrace 

MOSES. Shut all your doors! Nothing will wait for us, 

war with this moment. Draw vour.sclves 
Like swords. It is for Rameses. 

RAMeses. Por me? 

-MOSES. Put your lives round him. 
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Have you come 

Out of the cit 3 '? What’s there? What’s on its way 

MOSES. Oeath, death, deliberately 

Aimed, falling on all your firstborn sons. 

All Egypt’s firstborn, Seti, cattle and men; 

Death mounting with a growing storm of cries 

'I'o your w indow, to come to Rameses. I know_ 

It was I that loosed it. Can I deflect it mm ? 

C.an we so rope our lives together that we 
Can be a miracle against death? 


SETI. 

Into your night. 
ANATH. What do 


Go back 

ril not believe in you. 
you want from us? 


MOSES. 

'I'o beat death out of this house. 
'Ehc vigour of our lives must be 
'I'he miracle to save him. 


Power of life 


ANATii. What is my life? 

It went to be your shadow. l*or fifteen years 
It has been nothing but a level of darknes.s 
Cast on the world by you. I ntade myself 
^'oxir mother, and then loved you and desired you 
'Pill you became the best and worst of the «orid, 
I'he water that kept me alive to thirst. 

Mt>SES. Anaih- 


ANATII. I loved you until I longed to hear 

'Phat you were dead. 


.MOSES. Not this, not now! 

Give me greater life for the boy’s sake. 


SET I. There is no more life to be demanded of me 
Than I*ve already given: care. 

Effort, devotion, sacrifice of all inclination. 

Even to the sacrifice of my own person. 

I have changed the channel that evil was running in. 

This boy’s the Pharaoh now. 

RA.MESES. And yet. 

If I’m to live, shall I know how 

MOSES. We’ll hold you with our lives, if our lives will hold. 
More life! The dark is already beside us. 

In life’s name, what are wc ? 

Five worlds of separation Or can %> c be 
Five fingers to close into a hand 
To strike this death clean awav from us.' 

Has none of us the life to keep him living.' 

SET I. A great power, a great people, 

A living Eg\ pt. 

MOSES. Pain of man. 

Affirm my strength, and make me 
Equal to this wrestler come against me. 

TEUSRET. Eook, look—the torches in the gatewav; 

She is here! 


Anath, all of you, 

Wc meet her as though Eg> pt were in high health; 

No anxiet>‘ on your faces as though jou were ambassadors 
Of some haunted country. 

TEUSRET. W'q shall be alive again. 

Phipa has come to us, and the horns have begun 
To wind their welcome in the towers. Gome on, 
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Ramescs, come to meet her. The dark’s not dangerous 
Now. 

RAMESES. But Still dark. And we have to enact 
A daylight for this unsuspecting beauty. 

W'ell, we’ll meet her. 

ANATH. No, don’t go, don’t look! 

The men who were opening the gates to let her in 
Have fallen to the ground. An owl in mid-air 
Has wrenched itself upward screaming, and smashed 
Down to the yard—there falls another! Oh, 

.Are these the flowers wc throw at her feet ? 

You asked us for life, Moses; what life have you 
Against this death which pushes through the gate 
Shoulder to shoulder with the bride.? Moses, 

It is now that you must break through to your power. 
Now! It’s here. 

-MOSES. The shadows arc too many. 

.All was right, e.xcepi this, all, the reason. 

The purpose, the justice, c.xcept this culmination. 

Good has turned against itself and become 
Its own enemy. Have we to say that truth 
Is only punishment.? W’hat must we say 
To be free of the bewildering mesh of God .? 

Where is my hand to g<j to ? Rameses, 

There’s no more of me than this. This is all: 

I followed a light into a blindness. 

itLSRET. Come 

Away, Ramcscs, Ramcscs, c<»mc now. 

^'ou must meet her and love her. 

Isn’t it in lo\'c that life is strongest.? 

I want >ou to Icnc her. -Alrcadv we're late. 

• « 
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RAMESES. Why is she sighing, Tcusret ? Such great sighs. 

They have taken all the air. Now there will be 
Nowhere to breathe. Come with me. 

[lit crumples and falls 

TEUSRET. Ramescs, 

I don’t know the way! 

RA.MESES. I am finding it for you. 

Stoop, Teusret. You sec? You cannot lose me. 

Here I am. [//<• dies.\ 

TEUSRET. Where.' Where? Rameses! 

I’ll meet her alone, then. When she comes she’ll reach you. 

She must, she must. She came so far. 

[She runs to the courtyard 

ANATH. Rameses, pharaoh of sleep, you have 
The one sure possession of the world. 

SETi [to .MosEs]. You have done what you returned for. 

You found us in the morning. 

Leave us with what remains of the night. 

The day you found us in is over. 

Enter AARON 

AARON. We are standing re.tdy. 'I'he sound of the wings is quiet 
And the stars arc fading in silence. 

All cars wait for your command to march. 

Eg\-pt is throwing away its gold to have us gone. 

Is it now ? 

MOSES. Now! At last the cry ing of our past 

Is over. 

AN.^TH. You have the freedom of the darkness, .Moses. 

Why do you wait? Haven’t you recogni^ed 

The triumph of your purpose? Your twelve hundred 
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Thousand souls, out there in the dungeon of the night. 
Are waiting to hear the long bolts grate back. 

Rameses has died. 

And the air stands ready in the wilderness to take you in 
Rameses has died. Tomorrow the lizards 
Will be sparkling on the rocks. Why aren’t vou dancing 
With such liberty for such starring souls ? 

MOSES. Anath—Egypt, 

Why was it I that had to be disaster to you? 

I do not know why the necessity of God 
Should feed on grief; but it seems so. And to know it 
Is not to grieve less, but to sec grief grow big 
With what has died, and in some spirit difTercntly 
Bear it back to life. The blame could impale me 
For ever; I could be so sick of heart 

That who asked for my life should have it; or I could see 
Man’s life go forward only by guilt and guilt. 

Then we should always be watching Rameses die. 
Whereas he had such life his death can only 
Take him for a moment, to undo his mortaliiw 
.And he is here pursuing the ends of the world. 

A.S’ATir. You have nothing now except the wilderness. 

MOSF.s. The wilderness has wisdom. 

Ami what docs eternity bear witness to 
If not at last to hope? 

Rc-fnter teu.srf. r 

TEUSRET. I have seen her. O Rameses, 

She has come so gifted for vou. 

With pearls like seeds of the moon, 

\\ ith metal and strange h<irn.s, ebon and ivorv. 

Spilling chalcedony.x and male sapphires. 


Doesn’t their brightness come to you? Do they glimmer 
Nowhere into the cupboards of your sleep ? 

SETl. She need bring nothing, except the hour that has gone. 

MOSES. Death and life are moving to a call. 

I turn from Egypt. 

ANATH. What is left 

To call to me ? 

MOSES. The morning, which still comes 

To Eg>'pt as to Israel, the round of light 
Which will nut wheel in vain. 

We must each 5nd our separate meaning 

In the persuasion of our days 

Until we meet in the meaning of the world. 

Until that time. 

\He goes. The early light reaches KAMESES 
THE CURTAIN FALLS 
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